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ADVERTISEMENT. 



The following desultory papers are part of 
a series written in this country, but pub- 
lished in America. The author is aware 
of the austerity with which the writings of 
his countrymen have hitherto been treated 
by British critics : he is conscious, too, that 
much of the contents of his papers can be 
interesting only in the eyes of American 
readers. It was not his intention, there- 
fore, to have them reprinted in this country. 
He has, however, observed several of them 
from time to time inserted in periodical 
works of merit, and has understood that it 
was probable they would be republished 
in a collective form. He has been induced, 
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therefore, to revise and bring them for- 
ward himself, that they may at least come 
correctly before the public. Should they 
be deemed of sufficient importance to 
attract the attention of critics, he soUcits 
for them that courtesy and candour which 
a stranger has some right to claim, who 
presents himself at the threshold of a {los- 
pitable nation. 

February, i8i2o. 
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AUTHOR'S ACCOUNT 

OF 

HIMSELF. 



« I am of this mind witli Homer, that as the snaile that arept 
out of her shel was turned eftsoons into a toad, and thereby 
was forced to make a stoole to sit on ; so the traveller that 
stragleth from his owne country is in a short time transformed 
into S9 monstrous a shape, that he is faine to alter his mansibn 
with his manners, and to live where ^e can, not where he 
would. » Ltlt's Euphttes. 



I WAS always fond of visiting new scenes^ 
and observing strange characters and man*- 
ners. Even when a mere child I began my 
travels, and made many tours of discovery 
into foreign parts and unknown regions of 
my native city, to the frequent alarm of my 
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parents, and the emolument of the town 
-crier. As I grew into boyhood, I extended 
the range of my observations. My holiday 
afternoons were spent in rambles about the 
surrounding country. I made myself familiar 
with all its places famous in history or fable. 
I knew every spot where a murder or robbery 
had been committed, or a ghost seen. I visited 
the neighbouring villages, and added greatly 
to my stock of knowledge, by noting their ha- 
bits and customs, and conversing with their 
sages and great men. I even journeyed one 
long summer's day to the summit of the most 
distant hill, from whence I stretched my eye 
over many a mile of terra incognita, and was 
astonished to find how vast a globe I inha- 
bited. 

This rambling propensity strengthened with 
my years. Books of voyages and travels be- 
came my passion, and in devouring their con- 
tents, I neglected the regular exercises of the 
school. How wistfully would I wander about 
the pier heads in fine weather, and watch the 
parting ships bound to distant climes; with 
what longing eyes would I gaze after their 
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lessening sails, and waft myself in imagination 
to the ends of the earth ! 

Fafther reading and thinking, though they 
brought this vague inclination into more rea- 
sonable bounds, only served to make it more 
decided. I visited various parts of my own 
country: and had I been merely influenced 
by a love of fine scenery, I should have felt 
little desire to seek elsewhere its gratification; 
for on no country have the charms of nature 
been more prodigally lavished. Her mighty 
lakes, like oceans of liquid silver ; her moun- 
tains, with their bright aerial tints; her val- 
leys, teeming with wild fertility ; her tremen- 
dous cataracts, thundering in their solitudes ; 
her boundless plains, waving with sponta- 
neous verdure ; her broad deep rivers, rolling 
in solemn silence to the ocean ; her trackless 
forests, where vegetation puts forth all its 
magnificence; her skies, kindling with the 
magic of summer clouds and glorious sun- 
shine: — no, never need an American look 
beyond his own country for the sublime and 
beautiful of natural scenery. 

But Europe held forth all the charms of 
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Storied and poetical association. There were 
to be seen the masterpieces of art, the refine- 
ments of highly cultivated society, the quaint 
peculiarities of ancient and local custom. My 
native country was full of youthful promise : 
Em'ope was rich in the accumulated treasures 
of age. Her very ruins told the history of 
times gone by, and every mouldering stone 
was a chronicle. I longed to wander over th^ 
acemes of renowned achievement — to tread^ 
as it were, in the footsteps of antiquity — to 
loiter about the ruined castle — ^to meditate oU 
the falling tow^r — to escape, in short, from 
the common-place re^ities of the present, atid 
lose myself among the shadowy gr3ndeur& of 
the past. 

I had, besides all this, an earnest desire to 
see the great men of the earth. We have, it 
is true, our great men in America : not a city 
but has an ample share of them. I have min- 
gled among them in my time, and been almost 
withered by the shade into which they cast 
me; for there is nothing so baleful to a small 
man as the shade of a great one, particularly 
the great man of a city. But I was anxious to 
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see the great men of Eurdpe; for I kad r^ad 
m the works of various philosophers, that all 
animals degeoerated in America^ sikI Jnan 
among the number. A great man of Europe, 
thou^t I, must therefbre be as superior to a 
great man of America, as a peak of the Alps 
to a highland of the Hudson; and in this idea 
I was coilfirmed^ by obeervuag the compau^tiye 
importance and swellii^ magnitlide of many 
English trarellcrs among us, Avlio, I was> as- 
sured^ were very little people in tbeir own 
coimtry. I will visit this land of wonders^ 
thought If ami see the gigantic race frc»» 
which I ana degenierated. 

It has been eithet* my good or evil lot to 
have my roving passion gratified. I have 
wandered through different countries, and 
witnessed many of the shifting scenes of life. 
I cannot say that I have studied them with 
the eye of a philosopher; but rather with the 
sauntering gaze with which humble lovers of 
the picturesque stroll from the window of 
, one print-shop to another; caught, sometimes 
by the delineations of beauty, sometimes by 
the distortions of caricature, and sometimes 
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by the loveliness of landscape. As it is the 
fashion for modern tourists to travel pencil in 
hand, and bring home their port-folios filled 
with sketches, I am disposed to get up a few 
for the entertainment of my friends. When, 
however, I look over the hints and memo- 
randums I have taken down for the purpose, 
my heart almost fails me at finding how my 
idle humour has led me aside from the great 
objects studied by every regular traveller who 
would make a book. I fear I shall give equal 
disappointment with an unlucky landscape 
painter, who had travelled on the continent, 
but following the bent of his vagrant inclina- 
tioh, had sketched in nooks, and corners, and 
bye-places. His sketch-book wis accordingly 
crdwded with cottages, and landscapes, and 
obscure ruins; but he had neglected to paint St 
Peter's, or the Coliseum; the cascade of Terni, 
or 'the bay of Naples; and had not a single 
glacier or volcano in his whole collection. 



THE VOYAGE. 



THE VOYAGE. 



Ships, ships, I will descrie yoa 

Amidst the maiti, 
I will come and try you, 
What you are protecting, 
And projecting, 

what's your end and aim. 
One goesahroad for merchandite and trading. 
Another stays to keep his country from tnyadbig, 
A third is coming home with rich and wealthy lading. 
Hallo ! my fancie, whither wilt thou go? 

Old PoEitf. 



To an American Tisitmg Europe, the long 
voyage he has to make is an excellent pre- 
parative. The temporary absence of worldly 
scenes and employments produces a state of 
mind peculiarly fitted to receive new and vi- 
vid impressions. The vast space of waters that 
separates the hemispheres is like a blank page 
in existence. There is no gradual transition by 
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which, as in Europe, the features and popula- 
tion of one country blend afmost impercepti- 
bly with those of another. From the moment 
you lose sight of the land you have left, all is 
vacancy until you step on the opposite shore, 
and are launched at once into the bustle and 
novelties of another world. 

In travelling by land there is a continuity of 
scene, and a connected succession of persons 
and incidents, that carry on the story of life, 
and lessen the effect of absence and separa- 
tion. We drag, it is true, « a lengthening 
chain » at each remove of our pilgrimage; but 
the chain is unbroken: we can trace it back 
link by link; and we feel that the last of them 
still grapples us to home. But a wide sea 
voyage severs us at once. It makes us con- 
scious of being cast loose from the secure an- 
chorage of settled life, and sent adrift upon 
a doubtful world. It interposes a gulf, not 
merely imaginary, but real, between us and 
our homes — a gulf subject to tempest, and 
fear, and uncertainty, that makes distance pal- 
pable, and return precarious. 

Such, at least, was the case with myself. 
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As I saw the last blue line of my native land 
fede away like a cloud in the horizon, it seem- 
ed as if I had closed one volume of the world 
and its concerns, and had time for medita- 
tion, before I opened another. That land, too, 
now vanishing from my view, which contained 
all that was most dear to me in life ; what vicis- 
situdes might occur in it — what changes might 
take place in me, before I should visit it again ! 
Who can tell, when he sets forth to wander, 
whither he may be driven by the uncertain 
currents of existence; or when he may return; 
or whether it may ever be his lot to revisit the 
scenes of his childhood ? 

I said that at sea all is vacancy; I should 
correct the expression. To one given to day- 
dreaming, and fond of losing himself in reve- 
ries, a sea voyage is full of subjects for medi- 
tation ; but then they are the wonders of the 
deep, and of the air, and rather tend to ab- 
stract the mind from worldly themes. I de- 
lighted to loll over the quarter railing, or 
climb to the main -top, of a calm day, and 
muse JFor hours together on the tranquil bo- 
som of a summer's sea ; to gaze upon the piles 
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of golden clouds just peering above the hori- 
zon, fancy them some fairy realms, and people 
them with a creation of my own; — to watch 
the gentle undulating billows, rolling their sil- 
ver volumes, as if to die away on those happy 
-shores. 

There was a dehcious sensation of mingled 
security and awe with which I looked down, 
from my giddy height, on the monsters of the 
deep at their uncouth gambols. Shoals of por- 
poises tumbling about the bow of the ship; tbe 
grampus slowly heaving his huge foi*m above 
the surface ; or the ravenous shark, darting, 
like a spectre, through the blue waters. My 
imagination would conjure up all that I had 
heard or read of the watery world beneath 
me; of the finny herds that ix)am its fathom- 
less valleys; of the shapeless monsters that 
lurk among the very foundations of the earth; 
and of those wild phantasms that swell the 
tales of fishermen and sailors. 

Sometimes a distant sail, gliding along the 
edge of the ocean, would be another theme of 
idle speculation. How interesting this frj^- 
rpent of a world, hastening to rejoin the great 
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mass of existence I What a glorioas monument 
of human invention ; that has thus triumphed 
over wind and wave; has brought the ends of 
the worid into communion; has established 
an interchange of blessings, pouring into the 
Herile regions of the north all the luxuries of 
the south; has diffused the light of knowledge 
and the charities of cuUiyated life ; and has 
thus bound together those scattered portions 
of the human race, between whidi nature 
jseemed tp have thrown an insurmountable 
barrier. 

We one day descried some shapeless object 
drifting at a distance. -At sea, every thing that 
breaks the monotony of the surrounding ex- 
panse attracts attention. It proved to he the 
ma^ of a ship that must have been complete- 
ly wrecked; for there were the remains of 
handkerchiefs; by which some of the crew 
had fastened themselves to this spar, to pre- 
vent their being washed off by the waves. 
There was no 4irace by which the name of the 
ship could be ascertained. The wreck had 
evidently drifted about for many months ; clus- 
ters of shell fish had fastened about it, and 
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long eea weeds flaunted at its sides. But 
where, thought I, is the crew? Their struggle 
has long been over — they have gone down 
amidst the roar of the tempest — their bones 
lie whitening among the caverns of the deep. 
Silence, obhvion, like the waves, have closed 
over them, and no one can tell the story of 
their end. What sighs have been wafted 
after that ship ! what prayers offered up at the 
deserted fireside of home ! How often has 
the mistress, the wife, the mother, pored over 
the daily news, to catch some casual intelli- 
gence of this rover of the deep ! How has 
expectation darkened into anxiety — anxiety 
into dread — ^and dread into despair! Alas! 
not one memento shall ever return for love to 
cherish. All that shall ever be known, is, 
that she sailed from her port, « and was never 
heard of more ! » 

The sight of this wreck, as usual, gave rise 
to many dismal anecdotes. This was parti- 
cularly the case in the evening, when the 
weather, which had hitherto been fair, began 
to look wild and threatening, and gave indica- 
tions of one of those sudden storms that will 
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sometimes break in upon the serenity of a 
summer voyage. As we sat round the dull 
light of a lamp in the cabin, that made the 
gloom more ghastly, every one had his tale of 
shipwreck and disaster. I was particularly 
struck with a short one related by the captain. 
« As I was once sailing, » said he, « in a fine 
stout ship, across the banks of Newfoundland, 
one of those heavy fogs that prevail in those 
parts rendered it impossible for us to see far 
a-head even in the day-time; but at night the 
weather was so thick that we could not distin« 
gtiish any object at twice the length of the 
ship. I kept Ughts at the mast head, and a 
constant watch forward to look out for fish* 
iug smacks, which are accustomed to lie at 
anchor on the banks. The wind was blowing 
a smacking breeze, and we were going at a 
great rate through the water. Suddenly the 
watch gave the alarm of 'a sail a-head!' — it 
was scarcely uttered before we were upon 
her. She was a small schooner, at anchor, 
with her broadside towards us. The crew 
were all asleep, and* had neglected to hoist a 
light. We struck her just a-mid-ships. The 

I. 
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force, the size, and weight of our vessel bore 
her dowgi below the waves; we passed over 
her and were hurried on our course. As the 
crashing wreck was sinking beneath us, I had 
a glimpse of two or three half-naked wretches 
rushing from her cabin; they just started from 
their beds to be swallowed shrieking by the 
waves. I heard their drowning cry mingling 
with the wind. The blast that bore it to our 
ears swept us out of all farther hearing. I 
shall never forget that cry ! It was some time 
before we could put the ship about, she was 
under such head-way. We returned, as near- 
ly as we could guess, to the place where the 
smack had anchored. We cruised about for 
several hours in the dense fog. We fired signal 
guns, and listened if we might hear the halloo 
of any survivors : but all was silent — we never 
saw or heard any thing of them more.» 

I confess these stories, for a time, put an 
end to all my fine fancies. The storm increas- 
ed with the night. The sea was lashed into 
tremendous confusion. There was a fearful, 
sullen sound of rushing waves, and broken 
surges. Deep called unto deep. At times the 
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black volume of clouds over head seemed 
rent asunder by flashes of Ughtning that 
quivered along the foaming billows, and 
made the succeeding darkness doubly ter- 
rible. The thunders bellowed over the wild 
waste of waters, and were echoed and pro- 
longed by the mountain waves. As I saw the 
ship staggering and plunging among these 
roaring caverns, it seemed miraculous that 
she regained her balance, or preserved her 
buoyancy. Her yards would dip into the 
water : her bow was almost buried beneath 
the waves. Sometimes an impending surgie 
appeared ready to overwhelm her, and no- 
thing but a dexterous movement of the helm 
preserved her from the shock. 

When I retired to my cabin, the awful scene 
still followed me. The whistling of the wind 
through the rigging sounded like funereal 
waihngs. The creaking of the masts, the 
straining and groaning of bulk heads, as the 
ship laboured in the weltering sea, were fright- 
ful. As I heard the waves rushing along the 
side of t^e ship, and roaring in my very ear, it 
seemed as if Death were raging round this 
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floating prison, seeking for his prey : the mere 
starting of a nail, the yawning of a seam, 
might give him entrance. 

A fine day, however, with a tranquil dea 
and favouring breeze, soon put all these dis- 
mal reflections to flight. It is impossible to 
resist the gladdening influence of fine weather 
and fair wind at sea. Wh^n the ship is decked 
out in all her canvas, every sail swelled, and 
careering giaiily over the curling waves, how 
lofty, how gallant she appears — how she 
seems to lord it over the deep ! I might fill a 
volume with the reveries of a sea voyage, for 
with me it, is almost a continual reverie — but 
it is time to get to shore. 

It was a fine sunny morning . when the 
thrilling cry of «land!» was given from the 
mast head. None but those whp have expe- 
rienced it can form an idea of the delicious 
throng of sensations which rush into an Ame- 
rican's bosom, when he first comes in sight of 
Europe. There is a volume of associations 
with the very name. It is the land of pro- 
mise, teeming with every thing of which his 
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childliood has heard, or on' which his stu- 
dious years have pondered. 

From that time until the moment of arrival, 
it was all feverish excitement. The ships of 
war, that prowled like guardian giants along 
the coast; the headlands of Ireland, stretching 
out into the channel; the Welsh mountains, 
towering "into the clouds; all were objects of 
intense interest. As we sailed up the Mer- 
sey, I reconnoitred the shores with a teles- 
cope. My eye dwelt with delight on neat 
cottages, with their trim shruhberies and green 
grass plots. I saw the mouldering ruin of an 
abbey overrun with ivy, and the taper spire 
of a village church rising from the brow of 
a neighbouring hill — all were characteristic of 
England. ^ 

The tide and wind were so favourable, that 
the ship was enabled to come at once to the 
pier. It was thronged with people; some, 
idle lookers. on, others eager expectants of 
friends or relatives. I could distinguish the 
merchant to whom the ship was consigned. 
I knew him by his calculating brow and rest- 
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less air. His hands were thrust into his poc- 
kets; he was whistling thoughtfully, and walk- 
ing to and fro, a small space having been 
accorded him by. the crowd, in deference to 
his temporary importance. There were re- 
peated cheerings and salutations interchanged 
between the shore and the ship, as friends 
happened to recognize each other. " I particu- 
larly noticed one young woman of humble 
dress, but interesting demeanour. She was 
leaning forward from among the crowd ; her 
eye hurried over the ship as it n eared the 
shore, to catch some wished-for countenance. 
She seemed disappointed aud agitated ; when 
I heard a faint voice call her name. — It was 
from a poor sailor who, had been ill all the 
voyage, and had excited the sympathy of every 
one on board. When the weather was fine, 
his messmates had spread a mattress for him 
on decH in the shade, but of late his illness had 
so increased, that he had taken to his ham- 
mock, and only breathed a wish that he might 
see his wife before he died. He had been 
helped on deck as we came up the river, and 
was now leaning against the shrouds, with a 
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countenance so wasted, so pale, so ghastly, 
that it was no wonder even the eye of affec- 
tion did not recognize him. But at the sound 
of his voice, her eye darted on his features ; 
it read, at once, a whole volume of sorrow ; 
she clasped her hands, uttered a faint shriek, 
and stood wringing them in silent agony. 

All now was hurry and bustle. The ipeet- 
ings of acquaintances — the greetings of friends 
— the consultations of men of business. I 
alone was solitary and idle. I had no friend 
to meet, no cheering to receive. I stepped 
upon the land of my forefathers — 'but felt that 
I was a stranger in the land,. 
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'la the service ot mankind, to be 



A gMTcUaik god below ; still to employ 
The nuud's brave ardour in heroic aims, 
Such as may raise us o^r the grovelliog herd. 
And make us shine for ever — that is life. 

TnOMSDN. 



Ckm of the first places to which a stranger 
is taken in Liv<s7)ool, is the Athensum. It 
is ««tabli6ked on a liberal and judicious plan ; 
itccmtains a^good library, acid spacious cead- 
ing-room, and is the great litevary resort of 
die plaoe. Go there at what hour you may, you 
ape sure to find it filled with gra^e looking 
rper0onage«, deeply absorbed in the study of 
•newspapers. 

As I ^as once wrisiting this baunt of the 
learned, my attention was attracted to a per- 
son just^e^ering the rocn». He was advanced 
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in life, tall, and of a form that might ODce have 
heen commanding, but it was a little bowed 
by time — perhaps by care. He had a noble 
Roman style of countenance ; a head that 
would have pleased a painter; and though 
some slight furrows on his brow showed that 
wasting thought had been busy there, yet his 
eye still beamed with the fire of a poetic soul. 
There was something in his whole appear- 
ance that indicated a beiftg of a different or- 
der from the bustling race around him. 

I inquired his name, and was informed that 
it was RoscoE. I drew back with an involun- 
tary feeling of veneration. This, then, was an 
author of celebrity; this was one of those 
men, whose voices have gone forth to the ends 
of the earth; with whose minds I have com- 
muned even in the solitudes of America. Ac- 
customed, as we are in our country, to know 
European writers only by their works, we 
cannot conceive of them, as of other men, 
engrossed by trivial or sordid pursuits, and 
jostling with the crowd of common minds in 
the dusty paths of hfe. They pass befare 
our imaginations like superior beings radiant 
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with the emanations of their own genius, and 
surroundedby a halo of literary glory. 

To find, therefore, the elegant historian of 
the Medici, mingling among the busy sons of 
trafiBc, at first shocked my poetical ideas; but it 
is from the very circumstances and situation in 
which he has been placed, that Mr Roscoe de- 
rives his highest claims to admiration. It is in- 
teresting to notice how some minds seem almost 
to create themselves, springing up under every 
disadvantage, and working their solitary but 
irresistible way through a thousand obstacles. 
Nature seems to delight in disappointing the 
assiduities of art, with which it would rear 
legitimate dulness to maturity; and to glory 
in the vigour and luxuriance of her chance 
{HToductions. She scatters the seeds of genius 
to the winds, and though some may perish 
among the stony places of the world, and 
some be choked by the thorns and brambles 
of early adversity, yet others will now and 
then strike root even in the clefts of the rock, 
struggle bravely up into sunshine, and spread 
over their sterile birth-place all the beauties 
of vegetation. 
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Such ha3 been' the ease ^ith Mr Hoacoe. 
Born in a place apparently singenial to tbe 
growtb of literary talent ; in tbe very market- 
place of trade; without fortune, family con- 
nections, or patronage; self -prompted, self-* 
^stained, and ahno^t self-taught, he has eon* 
quered every obstacle, achieved his way to 
eminence, and, having beccMoie one of the or* 
naments of th« nation, has tnrned the whole 
force of his talents and influence to advance 
and embellish his native town. 

Indeed, it is this last trait in his character 
which has given him the greatest interest in 
my eyes, and indiieed me particularly to point 
him out to my countrymen. Eminent as are 
his literary merits, he is but one among the 
many distinguished authors of this intelleetual 
nation. They, however, in general, live but 
for their own fame, or their own pleasures. 
Their private history presents no lesson to 
the world, or, perhaps, a humiliating one of 
human frailty and inconsistency. At best, 
they are prone to steal away from the bustle 
and common-place of busy existence; to in- 
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tiulge in the selfiskaeds of lettered ease; &aA 
to revel in scenes of mental, but excln9iT« en- 
joyment. 

Mt Bc»3Coe, on the contrary, has claimed 
none f»f the aecor4ed priyileges of talent. He 
has shut himself up in no garden of thought, 
9or elysium of fency ; bat has gone forth into 
tbe highways And thoroughfiwes ef life; he 
has planted bowers by the way side, for the 
refreshment of the pilgrim and the so^urner, 
and has opened pure fountains, where the hr* 
houving man may turn ^side from the dust 
and heat of the day, and drink of the living 
streams of knowledge. There is a c daily 
beauty in his life,» on which mankind may 
Bieditate and grow better. It exhibits no 
lofty and almost useless, because iniinitable, 
exaiiiple of excellence; but presents a picture 
of active, yet simple and imitable virtues^ which 
are within every man's reach, but which, un^ 
fortunately, are not exercised hy many, dr this 
world would be a paradise. 

But his private life is pecul^ly worthy the 
attention of the citizens of our young and 
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busy country, where literature and the elegant 
arts must grow up side by side with the coarser 
plants of daily necessity ; and must depend for 
their culture, not on the exclusive devotion of 
time and wealth ; nor the quickening rays of 
titled patronage; but on hours and seasons 
snatched from the pursuit of worldly interests, 
by intelligent and public spirited individuals ^ 
He has shown how -much may be done for 
a place in hours of leisure by onie master spirit, 
and how completely it can give its own im- 
press to surrounding objects. Like his own 
Loi*enzp De' Medici, on whom he seems to 
have fixed his eye as on a pure 'model of 
anticpiity, he has interwoven the history of 
his life with the history of his native town, and 
has made the foundations of its fame the mo- 
numents of his virtues. Wherever you go in 
Liverpool, you perceive traces of his footsteps 
in all that is elegant and liberal. He found 
the tide of wealth flowing merely in the chan- 
nels of traffic ; he has diverted from it invigo- 
rating rills to refresh the gardens of literature. 
By his own example and constant exertions, 
he has effected that union of commerce and 
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the intellectual pursuits, so eloquently recom- 
mended in one of his latest writings : (a) and 
has practically proved how beautifully they 
may be brought to harmonize, and to benefit 
each other. The noble institutions for litera- 
ry and scientific purposes, which reflect such 
credit on Liverpool, and are giving such an 
impulse to the public mind, have mostly been 
originated, and have all been effectively pro- 
moted, by Mr Roscoe ; and when we consider 
the rapidly increasing opulence and magnitude 
of that town, which promises to vie in commer- 
cial importance with the metropolis, it will be 
perceived that in awakening an ambition of 
mental improvement among its inhabitants, 
he has effected a 'great benefit to the cause 
of British literature. 

In America, we know Mr Roscoe only as 
the author — in Liverpool he is spoken of as 
the banker ; and I was told of his having been 
unfortunate in business. I could not pity 
him, as I heard some rich men do. I consi- 
dered him far above the reach of my pity. 
Those who hve only for the world, and in the 

(a) Address on the opening of the Liverpool Institution. 
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worid, may be cast down by tke froiwas of 
adversity; bat a inaB tike Roscoe is net tal^e 
overcome by the reverses of fortiiD^. Tbey 
do btu drive him ia upon the resources of bas 
own mind ; to the sup^ior society of his own 
thoughts ; which the best of men are apt some- 
times to neglect, sind to roam abroad in seareb 
of less worthy associates. He is independent 
of the world around him. He lives witk 
atttiqidrty and posteiity ; in awticfoity^ in ike 
«weet communion of studious retirement; and 
with posterity, in the generous aspn*ings sA&f 
future r<rnown. The soMtude of such a mind 
is it» state of highest enjoyment. It i& th^i^ 
visited by those elevated meditations which 
are the proper aliment of noble souls, and are, 
like manna, sent from heaven, in the wilder^ 
ness of this world. 

While my feelings were yet alive on th© 
subject, it was my fortune to tight on further 
traces of Mr Roscoe. I was riding out with 
a gentleman, to view the environs of Liver- 
pool, when be turned off, through a gate, 
iuto soine Qmamented grounds. After riding 
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a short diataace, we came to a spacious man- 
si&a of freestone, baik in the Greciao style. 
It was not in the purest taste, yet it had an air 
ef elegance, and tke situation was delightful. 
A finelawQ sloped away frosa it studded wifib 
ehiinps of trees, so disposed as to break a sa£l 
fertile country into a variety of landscapes. 
The Mersey was seen winding a broad quiet 
sheet of water through an expanse of green 
meadow land ; while the Welsh mountains^ 
Uended with clouds and melting into dis-* 
laace, bordered the horizon^. 

This was Boseoe's faYourite residence dur* 
iiig the days of his prosperity. It had been 
the seat of elegant hospitality and literary re-* 
tirement. The house was now silent and 
deserted. I saW the windows of the study, 
which looked out upon the soft scenery I have 
iBei^ioned. The windows were closed — ^the 
library was gone. Two or three ill-favoured 
heings were loitering about the place, whom 
nay fancy pictured into retainers of the law. 
It was like visiting some classic fountain, that 
bad once welled its pure waters in a sacred 
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shade, but finding it dry and dusty with, the 
- lizard and the toad brooding over the shatter- 
ed marbles. 

I inquired after the fate of Mr Roscoe's 
library, which had consisted of scarce and 
foreign books, from many of which he had 
drawn the materials for his Italian histories. 
It had passed under the hammer of the auc" 
tioneer, and was dispersed about the country. 
The good people of the vicinity thronged like 
wreckers to get some part of the noble vessel 
that had been driven on shore. Did such a 
scene admit of ludicrous associations, we might 
imagine something whimsical in this strange 
irruption into the regions of learning. Pig- 
mies rummaging the armoury of a giant, and 
contending for the possession of weapons 
which they could not wield. We might pic- 
ture to ourselves some knot of speculators, 
debating with calculating brow over the quaint 
binding and illuminated margin of an obsolete 
author; of the air of intense, but baffled saga- 
city, with which some successful purchaser 
attempted to dive into the black-letter bargain 
he had secured. 
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It is a beautiful incident in the story of 
Mr Roscoe^s misfortunes, and one which can- 
not fail to interest the studious mind, that the 
parting with his books seems to have touched 
upon his tenderest feeUngs, and to have been 
the only circumstance that could provoke the 
notice of his muse. The scholar only knows 
how dear these silent, yet eloquent, compa- 
nions of pure thoughts and innocent hours 
become in the season of adversity. When all 
that is worldly turns to dross around us, these 
only retain their steady value. When friends 
grow cold, and the converse of intimates lan- 
guishes into vapid civility and common-place, 
these only continue the unaltered countenance 
of happier days, and cheer us with that true 
friendship which never deceived hope, nor 
deserted sorrow. 

I do not wish to censure ; but, surely, if the 
people of Liverpool had been properly sen- 
sible of what was due to Mr Roscoe and them- 
selves, his library would never have been 
sold. Good worldly reasons may, doubtless, 
be given for the circumstance, which it would 
be difficult to combat with others that might 
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seem merely fanciful; but &t <;eTtamly appears 

to me Such an opportunity as seldom occurs, 

of cheering a noble mind strug^iug uiuier 

misfortunes, by oine of the jnost delicate, but 

most expressive tokens of public sym^pathy. 

It is difficult, howeyer, to estimate a Boan of 

genius properly who is daily before our eyes. 

He becomes mingled and confounded with 

other men. His great qualities lose their no- 

Teky, and we become too familiar with the 

common materials which form the basis even 

of the loftiest character. Some of Mr Ros^ 

■Qoe's townsmen may regard him merely as a 

man of business; others as a politician; all 

find him engaged like themselves in ordinary 

occupations^, and surpassed, perhaps^ by tbem- 

eelves on some points of worldly wisdo^m. 

Even that amiable and unostentatious simpU^ 

city of character, which gives the nameless 

grace ito xeal excellence, may cause him to be 

undervalued by some coacse minds, who do 

/nt>t know that true worth is always void of 

glare and pretension. But the man of lettess 

who speaks of Liverpool, speaks of it ais the 

resddenoe of Roscoe.-— The intelligent tra- 
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veller who visits it, inqoires where fioscoe [is 
to be seen. — He is the literary landmark of the- 
place, indicating its existence to the distant 
scholar. — He is, like PoAipey's column at 
Alexaxidria, teweiing idone in classic dignity. 



The following sonnet, addressed by Mr Ros- 
coe to his books on parting with them, is al- 
luded to in the preceding article. If any thing 
can add effect to t h e pure feeling and elevated 
thought here displayed, it is the conviction, 
that the whole is no effusion of fancy, but a 
faithful transcript from the writer's heart : 



TO MY BOOKS; 

As one, who, destined from his friends to part, 
Regrets his loss, but hopes again erewhile 
To share their converse and enjoy their smile. 

And tempers as he may affliction s dart ; 

Thus, loved associates, chiefs of.elder art. 

Teachers of wisdom, who could once beguile 
My tedious hours, and lighten every toil, 

I now resign you ; nor with fainting heart ; 
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For pass a few short years, or days, or hours, 

And happier seasons may their da\m unfold. 
And all your sacred fellowship restore ; 
When, freed from earth, unlimited its powers. 

Mind shall with mind direct communion hold. 
And kindred spirits meet to part no more. 
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The treasures of the deep are Dot so precious 
As are the concealed comforts of a man 
Lock*d up in woman's lote. I scent the air 
Of blessings, when I come bat near the hoiise. 
What a delicious breath marriage sends forth. 
The violet bed's not sweeter. 

MiDOLETON. 



I HAVE often had occasion to remark the for- 
titude with which women sustain the most 
overwhelming reverses of fortune. Those 
disasters which break down the spirit of a man, 
and prostrate him in the dust, seem to call 
forth all the energies of the softer sex, and 
give such intrepidity and elevation to their 
character, that at times it approaches to sub- 
limity. Nothing can be more touching than 
to behold a soft and tender female, who had 
)>een all weakness and dependence, and alive 
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to every trivial roughness, while treading the 
prosperous paths of life, suddenly rising in 
mental force to be the eomforter and sup- 
porter of her husband under misfortune, and 
abiding, with unshrinking firmness, the bit-* 
terest blasts of adversity. 

As the vine, which has long twined its 
graceful foliage about the oak, and been lifted 
by it into sunshine, will, when the hardy plant 
is rifted by the thunderbolt, cling round it 
with its caressing tendrils, and bind up its 
shattered boughs ; so is it beautifully ordered 
by Providence, that woman, who is the mere 
dependant and ornament of man in his hap- 
pier houjrs, should be his stay and solace 
when smittea with sudden calamity; winding 
herself into the nigged recesses of his nature, 
tenderly supporting the drooping bead, and 
binding up the broken heart. 

I v^as once congratulating a friend^ wboliad 
around hbn a blooming ihmily, knit toge- 
ther in the strongest affection. « I can wish 
yon no better lot^v said he, with enthusiasm^ 
« than to have a wife and children. — If you 
ai^ prosperous, there they are to share your 
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prosperity; if otherwise, there they are to 
comfort you. » And, indeed, I have observed 
that a married unan falling into misfortune is 
more apt to relieve his situation in the world 
than a single one; partly because he is more 
stimulated to exertion by the necessities of 
the helpless and beloved beings who depend 
apon him for subsistence; but chiefly because 
his spirits are soothed and relieved by do* 
mestic endearments, and his self-respect kept 
alive by finding, that though all abroad is 
darkness and humiliation, yet there is still a 
little world of love at home, of which be is 
the monarch. Whereas a single man is apt 
to run to waste and seltneglect'; to fancy him- 
self lonely and abandoned, and his heart to 
^ to ruin like some deserted mansion, for 
want of an inhabitant. 

These observations call to mind a little do* 
inestic story, of which I was once a witness. 
Wy intimate friend, Leslie, had married a 
heautiful and accomplished girl, who had 
been brought up in the midst of (fashionable 
life. She had, it is true, no fortune, but that 
of my friend was ample; and he delighted in 
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the anticipation of indulging her in every ele- 
gant pursuit, and administering to those deli- 
cate tastes and fancies that spread a kind of 
witchery ahout the sex. — « Her life,» said he, 
R shall be like a fairy tale. » 

The very difference in their characters pro- 
duced an harmonious combination : he was of 
a romantic and somewhat serious cast; she 
was all life and gladness. I have often no- 
ticed the mute rapture with which he would 
gaze upon her in company, of which her 
sprightly powers made her the delight; and 
how, in the midst of applause, her eye would 
stiU turn to him, as if there alone she sought 
favour and acceptance. When leaning on his 
arm, her sLender forn^ contrasted finely with 
his tall manly person. The fond confiding 
air with which she looked up to him seemed 
to call forth a flush of triumphant pride and 
cherishing tenderness, as if he doated on his 
lovely burthen for its very helplessness. -Ne- 
ver did a couple set forward on the flowery 
path of early and well-suited marriage with a 
fairer prospect of felicity. 

It was the misfortune of my friend, how- 
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ever, to have embarked his property in large 
speculations; and he had not been married 
many months, when, by a succession of sudden 
disasters, it was swept from him, and he found 
liimself reduced almost to penury. For a time 
he kept his situation to himself, and went 
about with a haggard countenance, and a break- 
ing heart. His life was but a protracted agony; 
and what rendered it more insupportable was 
the necessity of keeping up a smile in the pre- 
sence of his wife; for he could not bring him- 
self to overwhelm her with the news. She saw, 
however, with the quick eyes of affection, that 
all v?as not well with him. She marked his al- 
tered looks and stifled sighs, and was not to be 
deceived by his sickly and vapid iittempts at 
cheerfulnesf. She tasked all her sprightly 
powers and tender blandishments to win him 
back to happiness; but she only drove the ar- 
row deeper into his soul. The more he saw 
cause to love her, the more torturing was the 
thought that he was soon to make her wretch- 
ed. A little while, thought he, and the smile 
will vanish from that cheek — the song will die 
away from those lips — the lustre of those eyes 
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will be quenched with sorrow; and the happy 
heart, which now beats hghtly iq that bosoisi, 
^. will be weighed down like mine, by the oar^s 

and miseries of the world* 

At length he came to me one day, and ref- 
lated his. whole situation in a toiue of the 
deepest despair. When I had h€;ard him 
through, I inquired, a Does your wife know 
all this?» — ^At the question he burst into an 
agony of tears. «For God's sake !>f cried be> 
a if you have any pity on me, don't mention 
ray wife; it is the thought of her that drives 
me almost to madness !» 

a And why not?» $aid L » She must know 
it sooner or later : you cannot keep it long 
from her, and the intelligence may break 
upon her in a more startling manner, than if 
imparted by yourself; for the accents of those 
we loye soften the harshest tidings. Besides, 
you are depriving yourself of the comforts of 
her sympathy; and not merely that, but also 
endangering the only bond that can keep 
hearts together-^an unreserved community 
of thought and feeling* She will soon per^ 
ceiye that something i$ secretly preying upon 
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your mind; and true love will not brook re- 
serve; it feels undervalued and outraged, 
when even the sorrows of those it loves are 
concealed from it. » 

ft Oh, but, my friend ! to think what a blow 
I am to. give to all her future prospects — ^how 
I am to strike her very soul to the earth, by, 
telling her that her husband is a beggar 1 that 
she is to forego all the elegancies of life — all 
the pleasures of society — to shrink with me 
into indigence and obscurity! To tell her 
that I have dragged her down from the 
sphere in which she n^ight have continued to 
move in constant brightness — the light of 
every eye— ^r-the admiration of every heart! 
— How can she bear poverty? she has been 
brought up in all the refinements of opulence. 
How-can she bear neglect? she has been. the 
idol of society. Oh I it, will break her heart — 
it will break her heart ! — » 

I saw his grief was eloquent, and I let it 
have its flow ; for sorrow relieves itself by 
words. When his paroxysm had subsided, 
and he had relapsed into moody silence, I re- 
sumed the subject gently, and urged him tp 
VOL. I. 3 
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break his situation at once to his vri£e. He 
shook his head mournfully, hut positively. 

« But how are you to keep it from her? It 
is necessary she should know it, that you may 
take the steps proper to the alteration of your 
cireumstanees. You must change your style 

of living nay9» observing a pang to pas& 

across his countenance, « don\ let that afflict 
you. I am sure you have never placed your 
happiness in outward sbow-^you have yet 
friends, warm friends, who will Bot think the 
worse of you for being lest splendidly lodged : 
and surely it does not require a palace to be 
happy with Mary — » 

« I could be happy with her^n cried he, con^ 
vulsively, « in a hovel ! — I could go down with 
her into poverty and the dust!-^I could-^ 

I could God bless herl-^'-God bless hert.» 

cried he, bursting into a tran^ort of grief and 
tenderness. 

it And believe me, my friend,.* said i, step- 
ping up, and grasping him warmly by the 
hand, « b^eve me she can be the same vrich 
you. Ay, more : it will be a source of pride 
and triumph to her — it wiU call fordi all the 
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latent energies and fervent sympathies of her 
nature ; for she will rejoice to prove that she 
loves you for yourself. There is in every true 
woman's heart a spark of heavenly fire, which 
lies dormant in the broad dayUght of prospe- 
rity; but^which kindles up, and beams and 
blazes in the dark hour of adversity. No man- 
knows what the wife of his bosom is — no man 
knows what a ministering angel she is — until 
he has gone vnth her through the fiery trials 
of this world. » 

There was something in the earnestness of 
my manner, and the figurative style of my lan- 
guage, that caught the excited imagination of 
Leshe. I knew the auditor I had to deal with ; 
and following up the impression I had made» 
I finished by persuading him to go home and 
unburden his sad heart to his wife. 

I must confess, notwithstanding all I had said^ 
I felt some little solickude for the result. Who 
can calculate on the fortitude of one whose 
whole Ufe has been a round of pleasures? 
Hey gay spirits ra^ight revolt at the dark down- 
ward path of low humilit^uddenly pointed 
out before her, and might cling to the sunny 
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regions in which they had hitherto revelled , 
Besides, ruin in fashionable life is accompa- 
nied by so many galling mortifications, to 
which in other ranks it is a stranger. — In short, 
I could not meet Leslie the next morning with- 
out trepidation. He had made the disclosure. 

« And how did she bear it?» 

« Like an angel ! It seemed rather to be 
a relief to her mind, for she threw her arms 
round my neclr, and asked if this was all that 
had lately made me unhappy. — But, poor girl, » 
added he, « she cannot realize the change we 
must undergo. « She has no idea of poverty 
but in the abstract; she has only read of it in 
poetry, where it is allied to love. She feels 
as yet no privation ; she suffers no loss of ac- 
customed conveniencies nor elegancies. When 
we come practically to experience its sordid 
cares, its paltry wants, its petty humiliations — 
then will be the real trial. » 

« But, » said I, « now that you have got over 
the severest task, that of breaking it to her, 
the sooner you let the world into the secret 
the better. The disclosure may be mortifying; 
l;^ut then it is a single misery, and soon over : 
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whereas you otherwise suffer it, in anticipa- 
tion, every hour in the day. It is not poverty 
so much as pretence, that harasses a ruined 
man — the struggle between a proud mind and 
an empty purse — the keeping up a hollow 
show that must soon come to an end. Have 
the courage to appear poor, and you disarm 
poverty of its sharpest sting. » On this point 
J found Leslie perfectly prepared. He had 
no fEdse pride himself, and as to his wife, she 
was only anxious to conform to their altered 
fortunes. 

Some days afterwards he called upon me in 
the eveijiing. He had disposed of his dweUing- 
house, and taken a small cottage in the coun- 
try, a few miles from town. He had been 
busied all day in sending out furniture. The 
new establishment required few articles, and 
those of the simplest kind. All the splendid 
furniture of his late residence had been sold, 
excepting his wife's harp. That, he said, was 
too closely associated with the idea of herself ; 
it belonged to the little story vf their loves ; 
for some of the sw^eetest moments of their 
courtship were those when he had leaned over 
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that inetrument, and listened to the melting 
tones of her voice. I could not but smile at 
this instance of romantic f^Uantry in a doating 
husband. 

He was now going out to the cottage, where 
his wife had been all day snperin tending its 
arrangement. My feelings had become strong- 
ly interested in the progress of this family 
story, and, as it was a fine evening, I offered 
to accompany him. 

He was wearied with the fatigues of the 
day, and as we walked out, fell into a fit of 
gloomy musing. 

'« Poor Mary !» at length, broke, with a hea- 
vy sigh, from his lips. 

« And what of her?» asked I : whas any 
thing happened to her?» 

«What,» said he, darting an impatient 
glance, « is it nothing to be reduced to this 
paltry situation — ^to be caged in a miserable 
cottage — to be obliged to toil almost in the 
menial concerns of her wretched habitation?^ 

H Has she then repined at the change ?» 

« Repined! she has been nothing but sweet- 
ness and good humour. Indeed, she seems in 
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better spirits than I have ever knawu her; she 
has been to me all love, and tenderness and 
comfort !» 

« Admirable girl ! « exclaimed L « You call 
yourself poor^ my friend; you never were so 
ri(A — you never knew the boundless treasures 
of excellence you possessed in that woman. » 

«0h! but, my friend, if this first meeting at 
the cottage were over, I think I could then be 
comfortable. But this is her first day of real 
experience; she has been introduced into a 
humble dwelling — she has been employed all 
day in arranging its miserable. equipments — 
she has, for the first time, known the fatigues 
of domestic employment — she has, for the first 
time, looked round her on a home destitute of 
every thing elegant, — almost of every thing 
convenient; and may now be sitting down, 
exhausted and spiritless, brooding over a prosr 
pect of future poverty. » 

There was a degree of probability in this 
picture that I could not gainsay, so we walked 
on in silence. 

After turning from the main road up a nar- 
row lane^ so thickly shaded with forest trees 
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as to give it a complete air of seclusion, we 
came in sight of the cottage. It was humble 
enough in its appearance for the most pastoral 
poet; and yet it had a pleasing rural look. A 
wild vine had overrun one end with a profu- 
sion of foliage; a few trees threw their bran- 
ches gracefully over it ; and I observed several 
pots of flowers tastefully disposed about the 
door, and on the grass plot in front. A small 
wicket gate opened upon a footpath that wound 
through some shrubbery to the door. Just as 
we approached, we heard the sound of music 
— Leslie grasped my arm; we paused and 
listened. It was Mary's voice singing, in a 
style of the most touching simplicity, a little 
air of which her husband was peculiarly fond. 
I felt Leslie's hand tremble on liiy arm. He 
stepped forward to hear more distinctly. His 
step made a noise on the gravel walk. A 
bright beautiful face glanced out at the win- 
dow and vanished— a light footstep was heard 
— ^and Mary came tripping forth to meet us : 
she was in a pretty rural dress of white; a few 
wild flowers were twisted in her fine hair; a 
fresh bloom was on her cheek; her whole 



THE WIFE. 57 

countenance beamed with smiles — I had never 
seen her look so lovely. 

« My dear George, » cried she, « I am so glad 
you are come! I have been watching and 
watching for you; and running down the lane, 
and looking out for you. Fve set out a table 
under a beautiful tree behind the cottage ; and 
I've been gathering some of the most deli- 
cious strawberries, for I know you are fond of 
them — and we have such excellent cream — 
^nd every thing is so sweet and still here — 
Oh!» said she, putting her arm within his^ 
and looking up brightly in his face, u Oh, we 
shall be so happy ! » 

Poor Leslie was overcome — He caught her 
to his bosom — ^he folded his arms round her — 
he kissed her again and again — he could not 
speak, but the tears gushed into his eyes; and 
he has often assured me that though the 
world has since gone prosperously with him, 
and his life has, indeed, been a happy one, 
yet never has he experienced a moment of 
more exquisite felicity. 
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[Tb« following Tale, was fonnd among the papers of the late 
Diedrich Koickerbocker, an old gentleman of New York, who 
was Tery curious in the Dutch history of the province, and the 
manners of the descendants from its primitive settlers. His his- 
torical researches, however, did not lie so much among books as 
among men ; for the former are lamentably scanty on his fa- 
voarite topics; whereas he found the old burghers, and' still 
more their wives, rich in that legendary lore, so invaluable to 
true history. Whenever, therefore, he happened upon a ge- 
nuine Dutch family, snugly shut np in its low-roofed farm- 
house, under a spreading sycamore, he looked upon it as a 
little clasped volume of black-letter, and studied it with the 
zeal of a book-worm. 

The result of all these researches was a history of the pro- 
vince during the reign of the Dutch governors, which he pub- 
lished some years since. There have been various opinions as 
to the literary character of his work, and, to tell the truth, it 
is not a whit better than it should be. Us chief merit is its 
scrupalous accuracy, which indeed was a little questioned, on 
its first appearance, but has since been completely established ; 
and it is now admitted into all historical collections, as a book 
of unquestionable authority. 

The old gentleman died shortly after the publication of his 
work, and now that he is dead and gone, it cannot do much 
harm to his memory to say, that his time might have been 
much better employed in weightier labours. He, however, 
was apt to ride his hobby his own way ; and though it did now 
aad then kick up the dust a little in the eyes of his neighbours* 
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and grieve the spirit of some friends, for whom he felt the 
truest deference and affection; yet his errors and follies are 
remembered « more in sorrow than in anger,* and it begins to 
be suspected, that he never intended te injore or offend. But 
however his memory may be appreciated by critics, it is still 
held dear by many folk, whose |p9od opinion is well worth 
having; partidilarly by certaijk bascuit-bakers, who have gone 
so far as to imprint his liken^iss on their nerw-year cakes ; and 
have thus giveit him a chance for immortality, almost equal te 
the being stamped on a Watecioo Medal,, or a QiMcaa Awktt§ 
Sirthiag.] 
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A POSTHUMOUS WBITING OF DIEDRIGB KNICKERBOCKER. 



By Woden, God of Saxons, 

From whence comes Wensday, that is Wodensday, 

7ratb is a thing' that ewer I will keep 

UaDD Ibylke day in which 1 creep into 

Hy sepnlchrc ■ . . ■ ■ ■ 

Cartwright. 



Whoever has made a voyage up the Hudson 
must rememher the Kaatskill mountains. They 
are a dismembered branch of the great Appala- 
chian family, and are seen away to the west 
of the river, swelling up to a noble height and 
lording it over the surrounding country. Every 
change of season, every change of weather, in- 
deed every hour of the day, produces some 
change in the magical hues and shapes of these 
«inountains, and they are regarded by all the 
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goodwives, far and near, as perfect barometers. 
When the weather is fair and settled, they are 
clothed in blue and purple, and print their 
bold outlines on the clear evening sky; but 
sometimes, when the rest of the landscape is 
cloudless, they will gather a hood of grey va- 
pours about their summits, which, in the last 
rays of the setting sun, will glow and light up 
like a crown of glory. 

At the foot of these fairy mountains, the 
voyager may have descried the light smoke 
curling up from a village, whose shingle-roofs 
gleam among the trees, just where the blue 
tints of the upland melt away into the fresh 
green of the nearer landscape. It is a little 
village of great antiquity, having been found- 
ed by some of the Dutch colonists, in the 
early times of the province, just about the be- 
ginning of the government of the good Peter 
Stuyvesant, (may he rest in peace !) and there 
were some of the houses of the original set- 
tlers standing within a few years, built of 
small yellow bricks brought from Holland, 
having latticed windows and gable fronts, sur- 
mounted with weathercocks. 
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In that same Tillage, and in one of these 
very houses, (which, to tell the precise truth, 
was sadly time-worn and weather-beaten,) 
there lived many years since, while the coun- 
try was yet a province of Great Britain, a simple 
good-natured fellow, of the name of Hip Van 
Winkle. He was a descendant of the Van 
Winkles who figured so gallantly in the chi* 
valrous days of Peter Scuyvesant, and accom* 
pfimied him to the siege of Fort Christina. He 
'inherited, however, but little of the martial 
character of bis ancestors. I have observed 
that he was a simple good-natured man ; he 
was, moreover, a kind neighbour, and an obe^ 
dient hen-pecked husband. Indeed, to the 
latter circumstance miglit be owing that meek- 
ness of spirit which gained him such universal 
popularity; for those men are most apt to be 
obsequious and conciliating abroad, who are 
under the discipline of shrews at home*. Their 
tempers, doubtless, are rendered pliant and 
malleable in the fifery furnace of domestic tri- 
bfilatioii, and a curtain lecture is worth all the 
sermons in the world for teaching the vii-tues 
^f patience and long suffering. A termagant 

3. 
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wife may, therefore, in some respects, be con- 
sidered a tolerable blessing; and if so. Rip 
Van Winkle was thrice blessed. 

Certain it is, that he was a great favourite 
among all the good wives of the village, who, 
as usual with the amiable sex, took his part in 
all family squabbles ; and never failed, when- 
ever they talked those matters over in their 
evening gossipings, to lay all the blame on 
Dame Van Winkle. The children of the vil- 
lage, too, would shout with joy whenever he 
approached. He assisted at their sports, made 
their playthings, taught them to fly kites and 
shoot marbles, and told them long stories of 
ghosts, witches and Indians. Whenever he 
went dodging about the village, he was sur- 
rounded by a troop of them, hanging on his 
skiHs, clambering on his back, and playing a 
thousand tricks on him with impunity; and 
riot a dog would bark at him throughout the 
neighbourhood. 

The great error in Rip's . composition was 
an insuperable aversion to all kinds of profit- 
able labour. It could not be from the want 
of assiduity or perseverance; for he would sit 
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t)n a wet rock, with a rod as long and heavy as 
a Tartar's lance, and fish all day without a 
murmur, even though he should not be en*- 
couraged by a single nibble. He would carry 
a fowling-piece on his shoulder for hours to- 
gether, trudging through woods and swamps, 
and up hill and down dale, to shoot a few 
squirrels or wild pigeons. He would never 
refuse to assist a neighbour even in the rough- 
est toil, and was a foremost man at all coun- 
try frolics for husking Indian corn, or building 
stone fences ; the women of the village, too, 
used to employ him to run their errands, and 
to do such little odd jobs as their less obliging 
husbands would not do for them. — In a word, 
Rip was ready to attend to any body's business 
but his own ; but as to doing family duty, and 
keeping his farm in order, he found it impos- 
sible. 

In fact, he declared it was of no use to work 
on his farm; it was the most pestilent little 
piece of ground in the whole country; every 
thing about it went wrong, and would go 
wrong, in spite of him. His fences were con- 
tinually falling to pieces; his cow would either 
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go astray, or get among the cabbages; weeds 
were sure to grow quicker in his fields than 
any where else; the rain always made a point 
of setting in just as he had some out- door 
work to do; so that though his patrimonial 
estate had dwindled away under his manage- 
ment, acre by acre, until there was little more 
left than a mere patch of Indian com and pota- 
toes^ yet it was the worst conditioned farm in 
the neighbourhood. 

His children, too, were as ragged and wild 
as if they belonged to nobody. His son Rip, 
an urchin begotten in his own likeness, pro- 
mised to inherit the habits, with the *old 
clothes, of his father. He was generally seen 
trooping like a colt at his mother's heels, 
equipped in a pair of his fadier's cast off galli- 
gaskins, which he had much ado to hold up 
with one hand, as a fine lady does her train in 
bad weather. 

Rip Van Winkle, however, was one of those 
happy mortals, of foolish, well-oiled disposi- 
tions, who take the world easy, eat white 
bread or brown, whichever can be got with 
least thought or trouble, and would rather 
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Starve on a penny than work for a pound. If 
left to himself, he would have whistled life 
away in perfect contentment; but his wife 
kept continually dinning in his ears about his 
idleness^ his carelessness, and the ruin he was 
bringing on his family. Morning, noon, and 
night, her tongue was incessantly going, and 
every thing he said or did was sure to produce 
a torrent of household eloquence. Bip had 
but one way of replying to all lectures of the 
kind, and that, by frequent use, had grown into 
a habit. He shrugged his shoulders, shook 
his head, cast up his eyes, but said nothing. 
This, however, always provoked a fresh volley 
from his wife ; so that he was fain to draw off 
his forces, and take to the oustide of the house 
—the only side which, in truth, belongs to a 
hen-pecked husband. 

Rip's sole 'domestic adherent was his dog 
Wolf, who was as much hen*pecked as his 
master; for Dame^Van Winkle regarded them 
as companions in idleness, and even looked 
upon Wolf with an evil eye, as the cause of 
his master's going so often astray. True it is, 
in all points of spirit befitting an hotiourable 
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dog, he was as courageous an animal as ever 
scoured the woods — hut what courage can 
withstand the ever -during and all-hesetting 
terrors of a woimaii's tongue? The moment 
Wolf entered the house his crest fell, his tail 
drooped to the ground or curled between his 
legs, he sneaked about with a gallows air, cast- 
ing many a sidelong glance at Dame Van Win- 
kle, and at the least flourish of a broomstick 
or ladle, he would fly to the door with yelping 
precipitation. 

Times grew worse and worse with Rip Van 
Winkle as years of matrimony rolled on; a tart 
temper never mellows with age, and a sharp 
tongue is the only edged tool that grows keener 
with constant use. For a long while he used 
to console himself, when driven from home, 
by frequenting a kind of perpetual cliib of the 
sages, philosophers, and other idle personages 
of the village; which held its sessions on a 
bench before a small inn, designated by a 
rubicund portrait of His Majesty George the 
Third. Here they used to sit in the shade, of a 
long lazy summer's day, talking listlessly over 
village gossip, or telling endless sleejpy stories 
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about nothing. But it would have been worth 
any statesman's money to have heard the pro- 
found discussions that sometimes took place, 
when by chance an old newspaper fell into 
their hands from some passing traveller. How 
solemnly they would listen to the contents, 
as drawled out by Derrick Van Bummel, the 
schoolmaster, a dapper learned little man, 
who was not to be daunted by the most gi- 
gantic word in the dictionary; and how sagely 
they would deliberate upon public events some 
months after they had taken place. 

The opinions of this junto were completely 
controlled by Nicholas Vedder, a patriarch of 
the village, and landlord of the inn, at the 
door of which he took his seat from morning 
till night, just moving sufficiently to avoid the 
SUB and keep in the shade of a large tree ; so 
that the neighbours could tell the hour by hiB 
movements as accurately -as by a sun-dial. It 
is true, he was rarely heard to speak, but 
smoked his pipe incessantly. His adherents, 
however, (for every great man has his adhe- 
rents,) perfectly understood him, and knew 
how to gather his opinions. When any thing 
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that was read or related displeased him, he 
was observed to smoke his pipe vehemently, 
and to send forth short, jfrequent, and angry 
puffs; but when pleased, he would inhale the 
smoke slowly and tranquilly, and emit it in 
Kght and placid clouds; and sometimes, tak- 
ing the pipe from his mouth, and letting the 
fragrant vapour curl about his nose, would 
gravely nod his head in token of perfect ap- 
probation. 

From even this strong hold the unlucky Rip 
was at length routed by his termagant wife, 
who would suddenly break in upon the tran- 
quillity of the assemblage and call the mem- 
bers all to naught; nor was that august per- 
sonage, Nicholas Vedder himself, sacred from 
the daring tongue of this terrible virago, who 
charged him outright with encouraging her 
husband in habits of idleness. 

Poor Rip was at last reduced almost to des- 
pair; and his only alternative, to escape from 
the labour of the farm and clamour of his 
wife, was to take gun in band and stroll away 
into the woods. Here he would sometimes 
seat himself at the foot of a tree, and share 



RIP VAN WINKLE. 73 

the contents of his wallet with Wolf, with 
whom he sympathised as a fellow-sufferer in 
persecution. « Poor Wolf,» he would say, 
« thy mistress leads thee a dog's life of it; but 
never mind, my lad, whilst I live thou shalt 
never want a friend to stand by thee ! » Wolf 
\yould wag his tail, look wistfully in his mas- 
ter s face, and if dogs can feel pity, I verily 
helieve he reciprocated the sentiment with all 
his heart. 

In a long ramble of the kind on a fine au- 
tamnal day. Rip had unconsciously scrambled 
to. one of the highest parts of the Kaatskill 
mountains. He was after his favourite sport 
of squirrel shooting, and the still solitudes 
had echoed and re-echoed with the reports 
of his gun. Panting and fatigued, he threw 
himself, late in the afternoon, on a green 
knoll, covered with mountain herbage, that 
crowned the brow of a precipice. From an 
opening between the trees he could overlook 
all the lower country for many a mile of rich 
woodland. He saw at a distance the lordly 
Hudson, far, far below him, moving on its 
silent but majestic course, .with the refilectioa 
VOL. i: 4 
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of a purple cloud, or the sail of a lagging bark, 
here and there sleeping on its glassy bosom^ 
and at last losing itself in the blue highlands. 

On the other side he looked down into a 
deep mountain glen, wild, lonely, and shag- 
ged, the bottom filled with fragments from 
the impending cliffs, and scarcely lighted by 
the reflected rays of the setting sun. For 
some time Rip lay musing on this scene; even- 
ing was gradually advancing ; the 'mountains 
began to thrdw tl^ir long blue shadows over 
the valleys ; he saw that it would be dark long 
before he could reach the village, and he 
heaved a heavy sigh when he thought of en- 
countering the terrors of Dame Van Winkle. 

As he was about to descend, he beard a 
-voice from a distance, hallooing, « Qip Van 
Winkle 1 Rip Van Winkle ! » He looked around, 
but could see nothing but a crow winging 
its solitary flight across the mountain. He 
thought his fancy must have deceived him, and 
turned again to descend, when he heard the 
same cry ring through the still 'evening air; 
« Rip Van Winkle! Rip Van Winkle !» — at the 
same time Wolf bristled up his back, and giv- 



EIP VAN WINKLE. 7*5 

iDg a low growl, skulked to his master's side, 
looking fearjFuUy down into t^e glen. Rip 
now felt a yague apprehension stealing over 
him; he looked anxiously in the same direc- 
tion, and perceived a strange figure slowly 
toiling up the rocks, and bending under the 
weight of something he carried on his back. 
He was surprised to see any human being in 
this lonely and u&frequented place, but sup- 
posing it to be some one of the neighbour- 
hood in need of his assistance, he hastened 
down to yield it. " 

On nearer approach he was still more sur- 
prised at the singularity of the stranger's ap- 
pearance. He was a shbrt square-built old 
fellow, with thick bushy hair, and a grizzled 
beard. His dress was of the antique Dutch 
fashion — a cloth jerkin strapped round the 
waistt — several pair of breeches, the outer 
one of ample volume, decorated with rows of 
buttons down the sides, and bunches at the 
knees. He bore on his shoulder a stout keg, 
that seemed full of liquor, and made signs for 
Rip to approach and assist him with the load. 
Though rather shy and distrustful of this new 
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acquaintance, Rip complied with his usual ala- 
crity; and mutually relieving each other, they 
clambered up a narrow gully, apparently the 
dry bed of a mountain torrent. As they as- 
cended. Rip every now and 'then heard long 
rolling peals, like distant thunder, that seemed 
to issue out of a deep ravine, or rather cleft, 
between lofty rocks, toward which their rug- 
ged path conducted. He paused for an in- 
stant, but supposing it to be the muttering of 
one of those transient thunder-showers which 
often take place in mountain heights^ he pro- 
ceeded. Passing through the rijvine, they 
came to a hollow, like a small amphitheatre, 
surrounded by perpendicular precipices, over 
the brinks of which impending trees shot their 
branches, so that you only caught glimpses of 
the azure sky and the bright evening cloud. 
During the whole time Rip and his compa- 
nion had laboured on in sile^nce; for though 
the former marveUed greatly what could be 
the object of carrying a keg of liquor up* 
this wild mountain, yet there was something 
jSjLrange and incomprehensible about the qa* 
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known, that inspired awe and checked faini- 
liarity. 

On entering the amphitheatre, new objects 
of wonder presented themselves. On a level 
spot in the centre was a company of odd-look- 
ing personages playing at nine -pins. They 
were dressed in a quaint outlandish fashion ; 
^gme wore short doublets, others jerkins, 
with long knives in their be^ts, and most of 
them had enormous breeches, of similar style 
with that of the guide's. Their visages, too, 
were peculiar: one had a large head, broad 
face, and small piggish eyes: the face of an- 
other seemed to consist entirely of nose, and 
was surmounted by a white sugarloaf hat, set 
off with a little red cock's tail. They all had 
beards, of various shapes and colours. There 
was one who seemed to be the commander. 
He was a stout old gentleman, with ^ weather- 
beaten countenance ; he wore a laced doublet, 
broad belt and hanger, high-crowned hat and 
feather, red stockings, and high-heeled shoes, 
with, roses in them. The whole group re- 
minded Rip of the figures in an old Fie- 
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mish painting, in the parlour of Dominie 
Van Shaick, the village parson, and . which 
had been brought over from Holland at the 
time of the settlement. 

What seemed particularly odd to Rip, 
was, that though these folks were evidently 
amusing themselves, yet they maintained the 
gravest faces, the most mysterious silen^, 
and were, witl^, the most melancholy party 
of pleasure he had ever witnessed. Nothing 
interrupted the stillness of the scene, but the 
noise of the balls, which, whenever they were 
rolled, echoed along the mountains like rum- 
bling peals of thunder. 

As Rip and his companion approached them, - 
they suddenly desisted from their play, and 
stared at him with such fixed statue-like gaze, 
and such strange, uncouth, lack-lustre counte- 
nances, that his heart turned within him, and 
his knees smote together. Hi$ companion 
now emptied the contents of the keg into 
large flagons, and made signs to him to wait 
upon the company. He obeyed with fear 
and trembling; they quaffed the liquor in 



RIP VAN WINKLE. 79 

profound silence, and then returned to their 
game. • 

By degrees, Rip's awe and apprehension 
subsided. He even ventured, when no eye 
was fixed upon him, to taste the beverage, 
whidi he found had much of the flavour of 
excellent Hollands. He was naturally a thirsty 
soul, and was soon tempted to repeat the 
draught. One taste provoked another; and 
he reiterated his visits to the flagon so often, 
that at length his senses were overpowered, 
his eyes swam in his head, his head gradually 
declined, and he fell into a deep sleep. 

On waking, he found himself on die green 
knoll from whence he had first seen the old 
man of the glen. He rubbed his eyes — it was 
a bright sunny morning. The birds were hop- 
ping and twittering among the bushes, and the 
eagle was wheeling aloft, and breasting the 
pure mountain breeze. » Surely, » thought 
Rip, « I have not slept here all night. » He 
recalled the occurrences before he fell asleep. 
The strange man with a keg of liquor — the 
mountain ravine — the wild retreat among the 



8o KIP VAN WINKLE. 

rocks — the wo-begone party at nine-pins — the 
flagon — « Oh! 'that flagon! that wicked fla- 
gon ! » thought Rip — « what excuse shall I 
make to Dame Van Winkle ! » 

He looked round for his gun, but in place 
of the clean well oiled fowling-piece, he found 
an old firelock lying by him, the barrel en- 
crusted with rust, the lock falling off, and the 
stock worm-eaten. He now suspected that the 
grave ropters of the mountain had put a trick 
upon him, and having dosed him with liquor, 
had robbed him of his gun. Wolf, too, had 
disappeared, but he might have strayed away 
after a squirrel or partridge. He whistled after 
him and shouted his name, but all in vain; the 
eehoes repeated his whistle and shout, but no 
dog was to be seen. 

He determined to revisit the scene of the 
last evening's gambol, and if he met with any 
of the party to demand his dog and gun. As 
he rose to walk he found himself stiff in 
the joints, and wanting in his usual activity. 
« These mountain beds do not agree with 
me,» thought Rip, « and if this frolic should 
lay me up with a fit of the rheumatism, I shall 
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have a blessed time with Dame Van Winkle. » 
With some difficuky he got down into the 
glen: he found the gully up which he and his 
companion had ascended the preceding even- 
ing; but to his astonishment a mountain stream 
'was now foaming down it, leaping from rock 
to rock, and filling the glen with babbling mur- 
murs. He, however, made shift to scramble 
up its sides, working his toilsome way through 
thickets of birch, sassafras, and witch -hazle, 
and sometimes tripped up or entangled by the 
wild grape vines that twisted their coils and 
tendrils from tree to tree, and spread a kind 
of net-work in his path. 

At length he reached to where the ravine 
had opened through the cliffs to the amphi- 
theatre; but no traces of such opening re- 
mained. The rocks presented a high impe- 
netrabla wall, over which the torrent came 
tumbling in a sheet of feathery foam, and fell 
into a broad deep basin, black from the sha- 
dows of the surrounding forest. Here, then, 
poor Rip was brought to a stand. He again 
called and whistled after his dog; he was only 
answered by the cawing of a flock of idle 
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crows, sporting high in air abodt a dry tree 
that overhung a sunny precipice; and who, 
secure in their elevation, seemed to look down 
and scoff at the poor man's perplexities. What 
was to be done? the morning was passing 
away, and Rip felt famished for want of his 
breakfast. He grieved to give up his dog and 
gun; he dreaded to meet his wife; but it 
would not do to starve among the moun- 
tains. He shook bis head, shouldered the 
rusty firelock, and, with a heart full of trouble 
and anxiety, turned his steps homeward. 

As he apfHToached the village he met a num- 
ber of people, but none whom he knew, which 
somewhat surprised him, for he had thought 
himself acquainted with every one in the coun- 
try round. Their dress, too, was of a different 
fashion from that to which he was accustomed. 
They all stared at him with equal marks of sur- 
prise, and whenever they cast eyes upon him, 
invariably stroked their chins. The constant 
recurrence of this gesture induced Rip, invo- 
luntarily, to do the same, when, to his asto^ 
nishment, he found his beard had grown a 
foot long ! 



KIP VAN WINKLE. 83 

He had now entered the skirts of the vil- 
lage. A troop of strange children ran at hi& 
heels, hooting after him, and pointing at his 
gray beard. The dogs, too, not one of whic^ 
he recognized for an old acquaintance, barked 
at him as he passed. The very village was 
altered; it was larger and more populous. 
There were rows of houses which he had 
never seen before, and those which had been 
his familiar haunts had disappeared. Strange 
names were over the doors — strange faces at 
the windows — every thing was strange. His 
mind now misgave him; he began to doubt 
whether both he and the world around him 
were not bewitched. Surely this was his na* 
tive village, which he had left but the day be- 
fore. There stood the Kaatskill mountains — 
there ran the silver Hudson at a distance — 
there was every hill and dale precisely as it 
had always been — Rip was sorely perplexed— 
«That flagon last night, » thought he, « has 
addled my poor head sadly !» 

It was with some difficulty that he found 
the way to his own house, which he approach- 
ed with silent awe, expecting every moment 
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to hear the. shrill voice of Dame Van Winkle - 
He found the house gone to decay — the roof 
fallen in, the windows shattered, and the 
doors off the hinges. A half-starved dog that 
looked likeJ^Wolf was skulking about it. Rip 
called him by name, but the cur snarled, show- 
ed his teeth, and passed on. This was an un- 
kind cut indeed — «My very dog,» sighed poor 
Bip, <i has forgotten me ! » 

He entered the house, which, to tell the 
truth. Dame Van Winkle had always kept in 
neat order! It was empty, forlorn, and appa- 
rently abandoned. This desolateness over- 
came ail his connubial fears— he called loudly 
for his wife and children — the lonely cham- 
bers rang for a moment with his voice^ and 
then all again was silence. 

He now hurried forth, and hastened to his 
old resort, the village inn — but it too was 
gone. A large rickety wooden building stood 
in its place, with great gaping windows, some 
of them broken and mended with old hats 
and petticoats, and over the door was painted, 
« The Union Hotel, by Jonathan I)oolittIe.» 
Instead of the great tree that used' to shelter 
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the quiet little Dutch inn of yore, there now 
was reared a tall naked pole, with something 
on the top that looked like a red night -cap, 
and from it was fluttering a flag, on which 
YfSLS a singular assemblage of stars and stripes 
— all this was strange and incomprehensible. 
He recognized on the sign, however, the ruby 
face of King George, under which he had 
smoked so many a peaceful pipe; but even 
this was singularly metamorphosed. The red 
coat was changed for one of blue and buff, 
a sword was held in the hand instead of a 
sceptre, the head was decorated with a cocked 
hat, and underneath was painted in large cha- 
racters, General Washington. 

There was, as usual, a crowd of folk about 
the door, but none that Rip recollected. The 
very character of the people seemed changed. 
Ther€ was a busy, bustling, disputatious tone 
about it, instead of the accustomed pblegm 
and drowsy tranquillity. He looked in vain 
for the sage Nicholas Vedder, with his broad 
face, double chin, and fair long pipe, utter- 
ing clouds of tobacco smoke instead of idle 
speeches ; or Van Bummel, the schoolmaster^ 
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doling forth the contepts of an ancient news* 
paper. In place of these, a lean, bilious-look- 
ing fellow, with his pockets full of handbills, 
was haranguing vehemently about rights of 
citizens— elections — members of congress — 
liberty — Bunker's-hill — heroes of seventy-six 
— and other words, that were a perfect Baby- 
lonish jargon to the bewildered Van Winkle. 
" The appearance of Rip, 'with his long griz* 
zled beard, his rusty fowling-piece, his un- 
couth dress, and the* army of women and 
children that had gathered at his heels, soon 
attracted the attention of the tavern politi- 
cians. They crowded round him, eyieing him 
fronv head to foot with great curiosity. The 
orator bustled up to him, and drawing him 
partly aside, inquired « on which side he vot- 
ed ?» Rip stared in vacant stupidity.' Another 
short but busy little fellow pulled him by the 
arm, and rising on tiptoe, inquired in his ear, 
« Whether he was Federal or Democrat ?» Rip 
was equally at a loss to comprehend the ques- 
tion ; when a knowing, self-important old gen- 
tleman, in a sharp cocked hat, made his way 
through the crowd, putting them to the right 
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aod left with his elbows as he passed, and 
planting himself before Van Winkle, with one 
arm akimbo, the other resting on his cane, his 
keen eyes and sharp hat penetrating, as i^ 
were, into his very soul, demanded in an aus- 
tere tone, « what brought him to the election 
with a gun on his shoulder, and a mob at his 
heels, and whether he meant to breed a riot 
in the village ?» — «Alas! gentlemen, » cried 
Rip, somewhat dismayed, « I am a poor quiet 
man, a native qf the place, and a loyal subject 
of the*King, God bless him!» 

Here a general shout burst from the bye- 
standers — « A tory ! a tory ! a spy ! a refugee ! 
hustle him! away with him!» It was with 
great difficulty that the self-important man in 
the cocked hat restored or<fer; and, having 
assumed a tenfold austerity of brow, demand- 
ed again of the unknown culprit, what he 
came there for, and whom he was seeking? 
The poor man humbly assured him that he 
meant no harm, but merely came there in 
search of some of his neighbours, who used 
to keep about the tavern. 

« Well — who are they? — name them.»» 
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Rip bethought himself a moment, and in- 
quired, « Where's Nicholas Vedder?» 

There was a silence for a little while, when 
an old man replied, in a thin piping voice, 
« Nicholas Vedder? why he is dead and gone 
these eighteen years ! There was a wooden 
tombstone in the churchyard that used to tell 
all about him, but that's rotten and gone too.» 

« Where's Brom Dutcher ?v 

« Oh, he went off to the army in the be- 
ginning of the war ; some say he was killed 
at the storming of Stoney-Point- — others say 
he was drowned in a squall at the foot of An- - 
tony's Nose. I don't know — ^he never came 
back again. » 

« Where's Van Bummel, the schoolmaster. » 

« He went offito the wars too, was a great 
militia general, and is now in Congress. » 

Rip's heart died away at hearing of these sad 
changes in his home and friends, and finding 
himself thus alone in the world. Every answer 
puzzled him too, by treating of such enor^ 
mous lapses of time, and of matters which he 
could not understand : war — congress — Sto- 
ney-Point; — ^he had no courage to ask after 
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hnj more friends, but cried out in despair, 
«Does nobody here know Rip Van Winkle ?» 

ft Oh, Rip Yan Winkle !» exclaimed two or 
three, « Oh, to be sure ! that's Rip Van Winkle, 
yonder, leanitig against the tree.» 

Rip looked, and beheld a precise counter- 
part of himself, as he went up the mountain : 
apparently as lazy, and certainly as ragged. 
The poor fellow was now compfetely con- 
founded. He doubted his own identity, .and 
whether he was himself or another man. In 
die midst of his bewilderment, the man in the 
cocked bat demanded who he was, and what 
was his name? 

« God knows, » exclaimed he, at his wits' 
end ; « Tm not myself — Im somebody else — 
that's me yonder — no — that's somebody eke 
got into my shoes — I was myself last uight, 
but I fell adleep on the mountain, and they've 
changed my gun, and every thing's changed, 
and I'm changed, and I can't teU ghat's my 
nanfe, or who I am ! » 

The byestanders began now to look at each 
other, nod, wink significantly, and tap their 
fingers against their foreheads. There was a 

4. 
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whisper, also, about securing the gun, and 
keeping the old fellow from doing mischief, 
at the very suggestion of which the self-im- 
portant man in the cocked hat retired with 
some precipitation. At this critical moment 
a fresh comely woman pressed through the 
throng to get a peep at the gray-bearded man. 
She had a chubby child in her arms, which, 
frightened at his looks, began to cry. « Hush, 
Rip,» cried she, « hush, you little fool; the 
old man won't hurt you. » The name of the 
child, the air of the mother, the tone of her 
voice, all awakened a train of recollections in 
his mind. «What is your name, my good 
woman ?» asked he. 

« Judith Gardenier. » 

« And your father's name?» 

« Ah, poor man, his name was Rip Van Win- 
kle; it's twenty years since he went away from 
home with his gun, and never has been heard 
of since — ^his dog came home without him; 
but whether he shot himself, or was carried 
away by the Indians, nobody can tell. I was 
then but a little girl.» 
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Rip had but one question more to ask ; but 
he put it with a faltering voice : 

« Where's your mother ? » 

Oh, she too had died but a short time since ; 
she broke a blood-vessel in a fit of passion at 
a New-England pedlar. 

There was a drop of comfort, at least, in this 
intelligence. The honest man could contain 
himself no longer. He caught his daughter 
aad her child in his arms. « I am your fa- 
ther !» — cried he — « Young Rip Van Winkle 
once — old Rip Van Winkle now! — Does no- 
body know poor Rip Van Winkle ?» 

All stood amazed, until an old woman, tot- 
tering out from among the crowd, put her 
hand to her brow, and peering under it in his 
face for a moment, exclaimed, « Sure enough ! 
it is Rip Van Winkle — it is himself ! Welcome 
home again ^ old neighbour — Why, where 
have you been these twenty long years ?» 

Rip's story was soon told, for the whole 
twenty years had been to him but as one night. 
The neighbours stared when they heard it; 
some were seen to wink at each other, and 
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put their tongues in their cheeks : and the self-^ 
important man in the cocked hat, who, when 
the alarm was over, had returned to the field, 
screwed down the corners of his mouth, and 
shook his head — upon which there was a ge- 
neral shaking of the head throughout the as-^ 
semblage. 

It was determined, however, to take the opi- 
nion of old Peter Vanderdonk, who was seen 
slowly advancing up the road. He was a de- 
scendant of the historian of that name, wha 
wrote one of the earliest accounts of the pro- 
vince. Peter was the most ancient inhabitant of 
the village, and well versed in all the wonder- 
ful events and traditions of the neighbourhood. 
He recollected Rip at once, and corroborated 
his story in the most satisfactory manner. He 
assured the company that it was a fact, hand, 
ed down from his ancestor the Ustorian, that 
the KaatskiU mountains had always been haunt^ 
ed by strange beings^ That it was affirmed 
that the great Hendrick Hudson, the first dis- 
coverer of the river and country, kept a kind 
of vigil there every twenty years, with his crew 
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of the HaIf«moon; being permitted in this 
way to revisit the scenes of his enterprize, and 
keep a guardian eye upon the river, and the 
great city called by his name. That his father 
had once seen them in their old Dutch dresses 
playing at nine-pins in a hollow of the moun- 
tain ; and that he himself had heard, one sum* 
mer afternoon, the sound of their baHs, like 
distant peals of thunder. 

To make a long story short, the company 
broke up, and returned to the more important 
concerns of the election. Rip's daughter took 
him home to live with her ; she had a snug, 
tvell-furnished house, and a stout cheery far- 
mer for a husband, whom Rip recollected for 
one of the urchins that used to climb upon 
his back. As to Rip's son and heir, who was 
the ditto of himself, seen leaning against the 
t^ee, he w^as employed to work on the farm ; 
but evinced an hereditary disposition to at- 
tend to any thing else but his business. 

Rip now resumed his old walks and habits ; 
he soon found many of his former cronies, 
Aough all rather the worse for the wear and 
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tear of time; and preferred making friends 
among the rising generation, with whom he 
soon grew into great favour. 

Having nothing to do at home, and being 
arrived at that happy age when a man can do 
nothing with impunity, he took his pliace once 
more on the bench at the inn. door, and was 
reverenced as one of the patriarchs of the vil- 
lage, and a chronicle of the old times « before 
, the war.» It was some time before he could 
get into the regular track of gossip, or could 
be made to comprehend the strange evepts 
that had taken place during his torpor. How 
that there had been a revolutionary war — that 
the country had thrown off the yoke of old 
England — and that, instead of being a sub- 
ject of his Majesty George the Third, he was 
now a free citizen of the United States. Rip, 
in fact, was no politician ; the^ changes of 
states and empires made but little impression 
on him ; but there was one species of despot- 
ism under which he had long groaned,^ and 
that was^-petticoat government. Happily that 
was at an end; he had got his neck out of the 
yoke of matrimony, and could go in and out 
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whenever he pleased, without dreading the 
tyranny of Dame Van Winkle. Whenever 
her name was mentioned, however, he shook 
his head, shrugged his shoulders, and cast up 
his eyes ; which might pass either for an ex- 
pression of resignation to his fate, or joy at 
his deliverance. 

He used to tell his story to every stranger 
that arrived at Mr Doolittle's hotel. He was 
ohserved, at first, to vary on some points every 
time he told it, which was, doubtless, owing 
to his haying so recently awaked. It at last 
settled down precisely to the tale I have re- 
lated, and not a man, woman, or child in the 
neighbourhood, but knew it by heart. Some 
always pretended to doubt the . reality of it, 
and insisted that Rip had been out of his 
head, and that this was one point on which he 
always remained flighty. The old Dutch in- 
habitants, however, almost universally gave it . 
full credit. Even to this day they never hear 
a thunder-storm of a smnmer afternoon about 
the Kaatskill, but they say Hendrick Hudson 
and his crew are at their game of nine-pins; 
and it is a common wish of all henpecked 
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husbands in th6 neighbourhood, when life 
hangs heavy on their hands, that they might 
have a quieting draught out of Rip Van Win- 
kle's flagon. 
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NOTE. 

The foregoing Tale, one would suspect, had been suggested 
to Mr Knickerbocker by a little German superstition about the 
Emperor Frederick der Rothbart, and the Rypphaiiser moun- 
tain: the subjoined note, hovrever, which he had appended 
to the tale, shows that it is an absolute fact, narrated with his 
usual fidelity : 

■ The story of Rip Van Winkle may seem incredible to 
many, but nevertheless I give it my full belief, for I know the vi- 
cinity of our old Dutch settlements to have been very subject'to 
marvellous events and appearances. Indeed, I have heard 
many stranger stories than this, in the villages along the 
Hudson; all qf which were too well authenticated to admit 
of a doubt. I have even talked with Rip Tan Winkle myself, 
who, when last I saw him, was a very venerable old man, and 
so perfectly rational and consistent on every other point, that 
I think no conscientious person could refuse to take this into 
the bargain ; nay, I have seen a certificate on the subject taken 
before a country justice, and signed with a cross, in the jus- 
tice's own hand-writing. The story, therefore, is beyond the 
possibility of doubt. D. K.» 
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« Methiuks I see in my mind a noble and puissant nation, 
rousing herself like a strong man after sleep, and shaking her 
inyincible locks ; methinks I see her as an eagle, mewing her 
mighty youth, and kindling her endazzled eyes at the full mid- 
day beam. » Milton on the Libeiitt of the Press. 



It is with feelings of deep regret that I ob- 
serve the literary animosity daily growing up 
between England and America. Great curio- 
sity has been awakened of late with respect 
to the United States, and the London press 
has teemed with volumes of travels through 
the Republic; but they seem intended to dif- 
fuse error rather than knowledge ; and so suc- 
cessful have they been, that, notwithstanding 
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the constant intercourse between the nations, 
there is no people concerning whom the great 
mass of the British public have less pure infor- 
mation, or entertain more numerous preju- 
dices. 

English travellers are the best and the worst 
in the world. Where no motives of pride or 
interest intervene, none can equal them for 
profound and philosophical views of society, 
or faithful and graphical descriptions of ex- 
ternal objects; but when either the interest 
or reputation of their own country comes in 
coUision with that of another, they go to the 
opposite extreme, and forget their usual pro- 
bity and candour, in the indulgence of splene- 
tic remark, and an illiberal spirit of ridicule. 

Hence, their travels are more honest and 
accurate, the more remote the country de- 
scribed. I would place implicit confidence in 
an Englishman's description of the regions 
beyond the cataracts of the Nile ; of unknown 
islands in the Yellow Sea; of the interior of 
India; or of any other tract which other tra- 
vellers might be apt to picture out with the 
illusions of their fancies; but I would cau- 
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tiously cecaiye his accouiit of hi& inunodiate 
neighbours^ and of those nations with, which 
he is. m habits of most frequent intercourse. 
Howevec I might be disposed to trust his pror 
bity, I dace not trust his prejudices. 

lit has also* been the peculiar lot of our coua* 
tsBj ta be visited by jLhe worst kindv of £nglish 
mvelkrs. While mea of pfilosopbkalspki. 
aad cukivated minds have been sent from, 
England to ransack the poles, to.pelietratevthe 
disserts^ and to study the manners and customs 
o£ barbarous nations, with which she can have 
no pesmanent intercourse of profit ov plear 
sure> it has been left to the broken-down, 
tjcadesman, the scheming ad^venturei:, the waa*- 
dering mechanic, the Manchester and Bir* 
mingham agend, to be her oracles respecting 
Am^mc^ Froni> such sources she is content 
to receiice her information respecting a coun- 
try in a singular state of moral and physieai 
dj&yelopmeni ; a country in which one of the 
greatest political experiments in the history of 
the world is now performing; and which pre* 
sents the most profound and momentous stu- 
dies to the statesman and the philosopher. 
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That such men should give prejudiced ac- 
counts of America is not a matter of surprise. 
The themes it offers for contemplation are 
too vast and elevated for their capacities. 
The national character is yet in a state of 
fermentation; it may have its frothiness and 
sediment, but its ingredients are sound and 
wholesome; it has already given proofs of 
powerful and generous qualities; and the 
whole promises to settle down into some- 
thing substantially excellent. But the causes 
which are operating to strengthen and en- 
noble it, and its daily indications of admirable 
properties, are all lost upon these purblind 
observers; who are only affected by the little 
asperities incident to its present situation. 
They are capable of judging only of the sur- 
face of things ; of those matters which come 
in contact with their private interests and 
personal gratifications. They miss some of 
the snug conveuiencies and petty comforts 
which belong to an old, highly-finished^ and 
over -populous state of society; where the 
ranks of useful labour are crowded, and many 
earn a painful and servile subsistence hy 



e)N AMERICA. to5 

stadying the very caprices of appetite and 
self-indulgence. These minor comforts, how- 
ever, are all-important in the estimation of 
narrow minds ; which either do not perceive, 
or will not acknowledge, that they are more 
than counterbalanced among us by great and 
generally diffused blessings. 

They may, perhaps, have been disappointed 
in sdme unreasonable expectation of sudden 
gain. They may have pictured America to 
themselves an El Dorado, where gold and 
silver abounded, and the natives were lack- 
ing in sagacity; and where they were to be- 
come strangely and suddenly rich, in some 
unforeseen, but easy manner. The same weak- 
ness of mind that indulges absurd expecta- 
tions, produces petulance in disappointment. 
Such persons become embittered against the 
country on finding that there, as every where 
else, a man must sow before he can reap; 
must win wealth by industry and talent; and 
must contend with the common difficulties of 
nature, and the shrewdness of an intelligent 
and enterprizing people. 

Perhaps, through mistaken, or ill-directed 
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hospitality, qe £tiom the pFompt dispositiicMjti t^ 
cheer anrl couotenance the stranger, prevaleni; 
among my coiintrymen, they mfij have heen 
treated Ayith, unwonted respect ia Ameri/ca; 
and haying been, accustomed all their Uvea to^ 
consider themselves below ti^e sqpface o£ 
good society, and brought up.iaa servile feel- 
ing of inferiority, they becom^ a^i^ogant on 
tJbe common boon p£ civility: they attribu^ U^. 
tbfi lowbwfiss of othei^s their owi^ eiievatjoi^j 
and underrate a, society whef e there- are no 
artificial distinctions, and wh/^re,. hy a^y. 
chance, such individuals aa themselves caA 
rise to con^eqpeace. 

One would suppose^ how.eyer, that iofor- 
maetion. coming from such sources, on a subject 
where the truth is so d^sirabls, would be 
received with caution by th|» ceni^rs of tbe^ 
press; that the motives o£ these men, theijp ve* 
racity, their opportunities of inquiry and obi- 
seirvation, and their capaQiti(^s. for judging cor-^ 
rectly, would be rigorously scrutinized be£t>ce 
their evidence was admitted, in such sweep- 
ing extent, against a kindled nation. The 
very reverse, however, is the case, a»d it 
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funiish^s. a striJkiQg mstance of human incon- 
sisiency. Notbiiig can surpass the vigilance 
wiih which English critics will examine the 
cre<tibility of the traveller who publishes an 
account of soma distant, and comparatively 
ufiimportant, country. How warily will they 
compare the meatsurements of a pyramid, or 
the descriptions of a ruin; and how sternly 
will they censure any inaccuracy in these con- 
trihutions of merely curious knowledge : while 
t^y will receive^ with eagerness and unhesi- 
tating faith, the gross misrepresentations of 
coarse and obscure writers, concerning- 9 coun* 
try with w.hich their owa is placed in the most 
important ai^d delicate relations. Nay, they 
will eveix make these apocryphal Volumes 
text-hooks, on which to enlarge with a zeal 
and an ability worthy of a more geneirous 
cau^e. 

I shall not, however, dweli on this irksom# 
and haickneyed topic; nor should I have ad- 
verted to it, but for the undue interest appa- 
rently taken in it by my countryn^n, and cer* 
tain injurious effects which I apprehended it 
might produce upon the national feeling. Wo 
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attach too much consequence to these attacks. 
They cannot do us any essential injury. The 
tissue of misrepresentations attempted to be 
woven round us are like cobwebs woven 
round the limbs of an infant (jiant. Our coun- 
try continually outgrows them. One false- 
hood after • another falls off of itself. We 
have but to live on, and every day we live a 
whole volume of refutation. All the writers 
of England united, if we could for a moment 
suppose their great minds stooping to so un- 
worthy a combination, could not conceal our 
rapidly-growing importance, and matchless 
prosperity. They could not conceal that 
these are owing, not merely to physical and 
local, but also to moral causes^ — to the politi- 
cal liberty, the general diffusion of know- 
ledge, the prevalence of sound moral and reli- 
gious principles, which give force and sus- 
tained energy to the character of a people; 
and which, in fact, have been the acknow- 
ledged and wonderful supporters of their 
own national power and glory. 

But why are we so exquisitely alive to the 
aspersions of England? Why do we suffer 
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ourselves to be. so affected by tbe contumely 
she has endeavoured to cast upon us? It is 
not in the opinion of England alone that ho- 
nour lives, and reputation has its being. The 
w^orld at large is the arbiter of a nation's fame ; 
with its thousand eyes it witnesses a nation's 
deeds, and from their collective testimony is 
national glory or national disgrace established. 
For ourselves, therefore, it is comparatively 
of but little importance whether England 
does us justice or not ; it is, perhaps, of far 
more importance to herself. She is instilling 
anger and resentment into the bosom of a 
youthful nation, to grow with its growth and 
strengthen with its strength. If in America, 
as some of her writers are labouring to con- 
vince her, she is hereafter to find an invi- 
dious rival, and a gigantic ioe, she may thank 
those very writers for having provoked rival- 
ship and irritated hostility. Ev^ry one knows 
the all-pervading influence of literature at the 
present day, and how much the opinions and 
passions of mankind are under its control. 
The mere contests of the sword are temporary ; 
their wounds are but in the flesh, and it is 



tlO EMOLI8H WAITEllS 

the pride of the generous to forgive and forget 
them; but the slanders of the pen pierce to 
the heart; they rankle longest in the noblest 
spirits; they dwell ever present in the mind, 
and render it morbidly sensitive to the most 
trifling collision. It is but seldom that any 
one overt act produces hostihties between 
two nations ; there exists, most commonly, a 
previous jealousy and ill-will; ia predisposi- 
tion to take offence. Trace these to their 
cause, and how often will they be found to 
originate in the mischievous effusions of mer- 
cenary writers; who, secure in their closets, 
and for ignominious bread, concoct and circu- 
late the venom that is to inflame the generous 
and the brave. 

I am not laying too much stress upon this 
point; for it applies most emphatically to our 
particular case. Over no nation does the 
press hold a more absolute control than over 
the people of America; for the universal edu- 
cation of the poorest classes makes every in- 
dividual a reader. There is nothing publish- 
ed in England on the subject of our country 
that does not circulate through every part of 
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it. There is not a calumny dropt from an 
English pen, nor an unworthy sarcasm uttered 
by an English statesman, that does not go to 
blight good-will, and add to the mass of latent 
resentment. Possessing, then, as England 
does, the fountain head from whetide the li- 
terature of the language flows, how com- 
pletely is it in her power, and how truly is it 
her duty, to make it the medium of amiable 
and magnanimous feeling — ^a stream where 
the two nations might meet together, and 
driiik in -peace anil kindness. Should she, 
however, persist in turning it to waters of 
bitterness, the time may come when she may 
repent her folly, The present friendship of 
America may be of but little moitient to her; 
but the future destinies of that country do not 
admit of a doubt ; Over those of England there 
louf some shadows of uncertainty. Stiould, 
then, a day of glootti arrive ; should those re- 
verses overtake her, from vvhich thfe proudest 
empires have not beeja exempt; she may look 
back with regret at her iiifatuatiou, in re- 
pulsing from her side a nation she might 
have grappled to her bosom, and thus de- 
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stroying her only chance for real friendship 
beyond the boundaries of her own domi- 
nions. 

There is a general impression in England, 
that the people of the United States are ini-. 
mical to the parent country. It is one of the 
errors which have been diligently propagated 
by desigH^ing writers. There is, doubtless, 
considerable political hostility, and a general 
soreness at the illiberality of the English press ; 
but collectively speaking, the prepossessions 
of the people are strongly in favour of Eng- 
land. Indeed, at one time, they amounted, 
in many parts of the union, to an absurd de- 
gree of bigotry. The bare name of English- 
man was a passport to the confidence and 
hospitality of every family, and too often gave 
a transient currency to the worthless and the 
ungrateful. Throughout the country there was 
something of enthusiasm connected with the 
idea of England. We looked to it with a 
hallowed feeling of tenderness and veneration, 
as the land of our forefathers — the august 
repository of the monuments and antiquities 
of our race — the birth-place and mausoleum 



ON ABlfeRICA. 1^3 

of the sages and heroes of our paternal histo^ 
ry. After our own couotry, there was none 
in whose glory we more delighted^ — none 
whose good opinion we were more anxious 
to possess — none toward which our hearts 
yearned with such tlurohbings of warm con- 
sanguinity. Even during^ the late war, when- 
ever there was the least c^portunityr^or kind 
feelings to spring forth, it was the delight of 
the generous spirits of our country to show 
that, in the midst of hostilities, they still kepi 
aliTe the sparks of future friendship. 

Is all this to be at an end ? Is this golden 
band of kindred sympathies, so rare between 
nations, to be broken for ever? — Perhaps it is 
for the best — it may dispel an illusion which 
floight have kept us in mental vassalage ; which 
might have interfered occasionally with our 
trite interests, and prevented the growth of 
proper national pride. But it is hard lo give 
up the kindred tie ! and there are feelings 
de^er than interest — closer to the heart thaa 
pride — ^that will still make us cast back a look 
of regret," as we wander farther and farther 
from the paternal roof, and lament the way- 
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wardness of the parent that would repel tbe 
affections of the child. 

Short-sighted and injudicious, however, as 
the conduct of England may be in this systein 
of aspersion, recrimination on our part would 
be equally ill-judged. I speak not of a prompt 
and spirited vindication of our. country, nor 
the keenest castigation of her slanderers — 
but I allude to a disposition to retaliate in 
kind; to retort sarcasm, and inspire prejudice; 
which seems to be spreading widely among 
our writers. Let us guard particularly against 
such a temper, for it would double the evil, 
instead of redressing the wrong. Nothing is 
so easy and inviting as the retort of abuse and 
sarcasm ; but it is a paltry and an unprofitable 
contest. It is the alternative of a morbid 
mind, fretted into petulance, . rather thaa 
warmed into indignation. If England is will- 
ing to permit the mean jealousies of trade, or 
the rancorous animosities of poUtics, to de- 
prave the integrity of her press, arid poison 
the fountain of public opinion, let us beware 
of her example. She may deem it her inte- 
rest to diffuse error, and engender antipathy. 
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for the purpose of checking emigration; we 
have no purpose of the kind to serve. Neither 
have we any spirit of national jealousy to gra- 
tify, for as yet,' in all our rivalships with Eng- 
land, we are the rising and the gaining party. 
There can be no end to answer, therefore, 
hut the gratification of resentment — a mere 
spirit of retaliation ; and even that is impotent. 
Our retorts are never republished in England; 
they fall short, therefore, of their aim; but 
they foster a querulous and peevish temper 
among our writers ; they sour the sweet flow 
of our early literature, and sow thorns and 
brambles among its blossoms. What is still 
worse, they circulate through our own coun- 
try, and, as far as they have effect, excite viru- 
lent national prejudices. This last is the evil 
most especially to be deprecated. Governed, 
as we are, entirely by public opinion, the ut- 
most care should be taken to preserve the 
purity of the public mind. Knowledge is 
power, and truth is knowledge; whoever, 
therefore, knowingly propagates a prejudice, 
wilfully saps the foundation of his country's 
sti^ength. 
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The members of a republic, above all other 
men, should be candid and dispassionate. 
They are, individually, portions of the sove- 
reign mind and sovereign will, and should be 
enabled to come to all questions of national 
concern with calm and unbiassed judgments- 
From the peculiar nature of our relations with 
England, we must have more frequent ques- 
tions of a difficult and delicate j[;haracter with 
her than with any other nation; questions 
that affect the most acute and excitable feet 
ings; and as, in the adjusting of these, our 
national measures must ultimately be deter- 
myied by popular sentiment, we cannot be too 
anxiously attentive to purify it from all latent 
passion or prepossession. 

Opening too, as we dOj an asylum for 
strangers from every portion of the earth, we 
should receive all with impartiality. It should 
be our pride to exhibit an example of one na- 
tion, at least, destitute of national antipathies, 

w 

and exercising not merely the overt acts of 
hospitality, but those more rare and noble 
courtesies which spring from liberality of 
opinion. 
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What have we to do with national preju- 
dices? They are the inveterate di&eases of 
old countries, contracted in rude and ignorant 
ages, when nations knew hut little of each 
other, and looked beyond their own bounda- 
ries with distrust and hostility. We, on the 
contrary, have sprung into national existence 
in an enlightened and. philosophic age, when 
the different parts of the habitable world, and 
the various branches of the human family, 
have been indefatigably studied and made 
known to each other; and we foiHbgo the ad- 
vantages of our birth, if we do not shake off 
the national prejudices, as we would the local 
superstitions of the old world. 

But above all let us not be influenced by any 
angry feelings, so far as to shut our eyes to 
the perception of what is really excellent and 
amiable in the English character. We are a 
young people, necessarily an imitative one, 
and must take our examples and models, in a 
great degree, from the existing nations of 
Europe. There is no country more worthy 
of our ^tudy than England. The spirit of her 
constitution is most analogous to ours. The 
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manners of her people — their intellectual ac- 
tivity — their freedom of opinion — their habits 
of thinking on those subjects which concern 
the dearest interests and most sacred charities 
of private life, are all congenial to the Ame- 
rican character; and, in fact, are all intrinsi- 
cally excellent; for it is in the moral feeling of 
the people that the deep foundations of British 
prosperity are laid; and however the super- 
structure may be time-worn, or overrun by 
abuses, there must be something solid in the 
basis, admirable in the materials, and stable 
in the structure of an edifice, that so long has 
towered unshaken amidst the tempests of the 
world. 

Let it be the pride of our writers, therefore, 
discarding all feelings of irritation, and dis- 
daining to retaliate the illiberality of British 
authors, to speak of the English nation with- 
out prejudice, and with determined candour. 
While they rebuke the indiscriminating bigo- 
try with which some of our countrymen ad- 
mire and imitate every thing English, merely 
because it is English, let them frankly point 
out what is really worthy of approbation. We 
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may thus place England before u« as a perpe- 
tual volume of reference, wherein are record- 
ed sound deductions from ages of experience; 
and, while we avoid the errors and absurdities 
which may have crept into the page, we may 
draw thence golden maxims of practical wis- 
dom, wherewith to strengthen and to embel- 
lish our national character. 
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Oh ! friendly to the best pursuits of man, 
Friendly to thought, to virtue, and to peace. 
Domestic life in irural pleasures past ! 

COWPJER. 



The stranger who would form a correct opi- 
nion of the Enghsh character, must not cpii' 
fine his observations to the metropolis. He 
must go forth into the country.; he must so- 
journ in villages and hamlets; he must visit 
castles, villas, farm-houses, cottages; he must 
wander through parks and gardens; ^oog 
hedges and green lanes ; he must loiter aboqt 
country churches; atjtend wakes and fairs, and 
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Other rural festivals; and cope with the people 
in all their conditions, and all their hahits and 
humours. 

In some countries the large cities absorb 
the wealth and fashion of the nation; they 
are the only fixed abodes of elegant and in- 
telligent society, and the country is inhabit- 
ed almost entirely by boorish peasantry. In 
England, on the contrary, the metropolis is a 
mere gathering place, or general rendezvous, 
of the polite classes, where they devote a 
small portion of the year to a hurry of gaiety 
and dissipation, and having indulged this kind 
of carnival, return again to the apparently 
more congenial habits of rural life. The va- 
rious orders of society are therefore diffused 
over the whole surface of the kingdom), and 
the most retired neighbourhoods afford speci- 
mens of the different ranks. 

The English, in fact, are strongly gifted 
with the rural feeling. They possess a quick 
sensibility to the beauties of nature, and a 
keen relish for the pleasures and employments 
of the country. This passion seems inherent 
in them. Even the inhabitants of cities, born 
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and brought up among brick walls and bustling 
streets, enter with facility into rural habits, and 
evince a tact for rural occupation. The mer- 
chant has his snug retreat in the vicinity of the 
metropolis, where he often displays as much 
. pride and zeal in the cultivation of his flower- 
garden, and the maturing of his fruits, as he 
does in the conduct of his business, and the 
success of a commercial enterprize. Even those 
less fortunate individuals, who are doomed to 
pass their, lives in the midst of din and traffic, 
contrive to have something that shall remind 
them of the green aspect of nature. In the 
most dark and dingy quarters of the city, the 
ddrawing-room window resembles frequently 
a bank of flowers ; every spot capable of vege- 
tation has its grass-plot and flower-bed; and 
every square its mimic park, laid out with pic- 
turesque taste, and gleaming with refreshing 
verdure. 

Those who see the Englishman only in 
town, are apt to form an unfavourable opi- 
nion of his social character. He is either 
absorbed in business, or distracted by the 
thousand engagements that dissipate time. 
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thought, and feeling, in this huge metropolis. 
He has, therefore, too commonly a look of 
hurry and abstraction. Wherever he hap- 
pens to be, he is on the point of going some- 
where else; at the moment he is talking on 
one subject, his mind is wandering to an- 
other; and while paying a friendly visit, he is 
calculating how he shall economize time so as^ 
to pay the other visits allotted in the morning. 
An immense metropolis, like London, is cal- 
culated to make men selfish and uninterest- 
iiig. fn their casual and transient meetings , 
they can but deal briefly in common* places. 
They present but the cold superficies of cha- 
racter — its rich and genial qualities have nb' 
time to be warmed into a flow . 

ft i§ in the country that the Englishman 
gives scope to his natural feelings. He breaks 
loose gladly fi^om the cold formalities and ne- 
gative civilities of town ; throws off his habits 
6( shy i^eserve, and becomes joyous and free- 
hearted. He manages to collect round him 
all tfhe conveniences and elegancies of polite 
fife, and to banish its restraints. His country 
seat abounds with eVery requisite, either for 
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smdious retirements tasteful gratifieauoti, or 
ruralexercise. Books, pamtingS) music, horses, 
4ogs> and sporting implements of all kinds, 
are at band; He puts no constraint, either 
upon his guests 01^ himself^ but in th;e true 
spirit of hospitality provides tba means of 
enjoyment, and leaves every one to partake 
according to his inclination. 

The taste of the English in the cultivation 
of; land, and in what is called- lundscape gar- 
dicing, is unrivalledi They have studied' nar 
mxm intently, and discover an exquisite sense 
oilier heauti&il forms and harmonious combi- 
nations. I^kose charms, which in other coun- 
tries she lavishes in wild solitudes, are here 
assembled round the haunts of domestic life. 
They seem to have caught her coy and furtive 
peaces, and spread them, like witchery^ at^out 
their rural abodes. ' 

Nothing can be more imposing than the 
Magnificence of English park scenery. Vast 
feiwns that extend Hke sheets of vivid green, 
with here and there clumps of gigantic trees, 
l^eaping up rich piles of foliage. The solemn 
pon^ oiP groves and woodland glades, with 
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the deer trooping in silent herds across them; 
the hare, hounding away to the covert; or the 
pheasant, suddenly bursting upon the wing* 
The brook, taught to wind in natural mean- 
derings, or expand into a glassy lake — the se- 
questered pool, reflecting the quivering trees, 
with the yellow leaf sleeping ou its bosom, 
and the trout roaming fearlessly about its lim- 
pid waters : while some rustic temple or syl- 
van statue, grown green and dank with age, 
gives an air of classic sanctity to the seclusion. 
These are but a few of the features of park 
scenery; but what most delights me, is the 
creative talent with which the English deco- 
rate the unostentatious abodes of middle life. 
The rudest habitation, the most unpromising 
and scanty portion of land, in the hands of au 
Englishman of taste, becomes a little paradise. 
With a nicely discriminating eye, he seizes at 
once upon its capabilities, and pictures in his 
mind the future landscape. The sterile spot 
grows into loveliness under his hand ; and yet 
the operations of art which produce the effect 
are scarcely to be perceived. The cherishing 
and training of some trees; the cautious prun- 
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ing of Others; the nice distribution of flowers 
and plants of tender and graceful foliage ; the 
introduction of a green slope of velvet turf; 
the partial opening to a peep of blue distance, 
or silver gleam of water; all these are managed 
with a delicate tact, a pervading yet quiet assi- 
duity, like the magic touchings with which a 
painter finishes up a favourite picture. 

The. residence of people of fortune and re- 
finement in the country has diffused a degree 
of taste and elegance in rural economy, that 
descends to the lowest class. The very la- 
bourer, with his thatched cottage and narrow* 
slip of ground, attends to their embellishment. 
The trim hedge, the grass-plot before the door, 
the little flower-bed bordered with snug box, 
the woodbine trained up against the wall, and 
hanging its blossoms about the lattice, the pot 
of flowers in the window, the holly provident- 
ly planted about the house, to cheat winter of 
its dreariness, and to throw in a semblance of 
green summer to cheer the fireside : all these 
bespeak the influence of taste, flowing down 
from high sources, and pervading the lowest 
levels of the public mind. If ever Love, as 
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poets sing, delights to visit a cottage, it must 
he the cottage of an English peasant; 

The fondness for rural life among the higher 
tl asses of the English has had a great and sakh 
tary effect upon the national character. I' d^ 
not know a finer race of men than thi& EngHsh 
gentlemen. Instead of the softness and effe-- 
minacy which characterize the men of rank in 
most countries, they exhibit a union of ele- 
gance and strength, a robustness of frame and 
fireshness of complexion, which I am inclined 
to attribute to their living so much in the open 
air, and pursuing so eagerly the invigorati&g 
recreations of the country. These hardy exer- 
cises produce also a health&d tone of mind 
and spirits, and a manliness and ^simplicity of 
manners, which even the follies and dissipa- 
tions of the town cannot easily pervert, and 
can never entirely destroy. In the country-, 
too, the different orders of society seem lo- 
approach more freely, to be more disposed to 
blend and operate fevourably upon each other* 
The distinctions between them do not appear 
to be so marked and impassable, as in the ci- 
ties. The manner in which property has been 
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distribated into small estates and farms, ha^ 
established a regular gradation from«the no-* 
bleman, through the classes of gentry, small 
landed proprietors, and substantial farmers, 
down to the labouring peasantry; and ivhile 
it has thus banded the extremes of society 
together, has infused into each interm'ediate 
rank a spirit of independence. This, it must 
be confessed, is not so universally the case at 
present as it was formerly : the larger estates 
having; in late years of distress j absorbed the 
Smaller, and, in some parts of the cotintry, 
almost annihilated the sturdy race^ of small 
farmers^ lliese, however, t believe, are but 
casual breaks in the general system I have 
mentioned. 

In rural occupation there is nothing mean 
and debasing. It lead^ a maii forth among 
scenes of natural grandeur and beauty; it 
leaved him to the workings of his own mind, 
6pePdLted. upon by the purest and most elevat- 
ing of external influences. Such a man may 
be simple and rough, but he cannot be vulgar. 
The man of refinement, therefore, finds no- 
thing revolting m an intercourse with th« 
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lower orders in rural life, as he does when 
he casually mingles with the lower orders of 
cities. He lays aside his distance and re- 
serve, and is glad to W;?ive the distinctions of 
rank, and to enter into the honesty heartfelt 
enjoyments of common life. Indeed the very 
amusements .of the c6untry bring men more 
and more together; and the sound of hound 
and horn blend all feelings into harmony. I 
believe this is one great reason why the no- 
biUty and gentry are more popular among the 
inferior orders in England than they are in 
any other country; and why the latter have 
endured so many excessive pressures and ex- 
tremities, without repining more generally at 
the unequal distribution of fortune and privi- 
lege. 

To this mingling of cultivated and rustic 
society may also be attributed the rural feel- 
ing that runs through British literature; the 
frequent use of illustrations from rural life; 
those incomparable descriptions of nature that 
abound in the British poets — that have conti- 
nued down from « the Flower and the Leaf » 
of Chaucer, and have brought into our closets 
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all the freshness and fragrance of the dewy 
landscape. The pastoral writers of other 
countries appear as if they had paid nature an 
occasional visit, and become acquainted with 
her general charms; but the British poets have 
lived and revelled with her,— they have wooed 
her in her most secret haunts, — they have 
watched her minutest caprices. A spray could 
not tremble in the breeze — a leaf could not 
rustle to the ground — a diamond drop could 
not patter in the stream — a fragrance could 
not exhale from the humble violet, nor a daisy 
unfold its crimson tints to the morning; but 
It has been noticed by these impassioned and 
delicate observers, and wrought up into some 
beautiful morality. 

- The effect of this devotion of elegant minds 
to rural occupations has been wonderful on 
the face of the country. A great part of the 
island is rather level, and would be monoto- 
nous, were it not for the charms of culture : 
but it is studded and gemmed, as it were, 
with castles and palaces, and embroidered 
with parks and gardens. It does not abound 
in grand and sublime prospects, but rather in 
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little home scenes of rural repose and shelter- 
ed quiejt. Every antique farm-house and moss- 
grown cottage is a picture : and as the roads 
are continually winding, and the view is shut 
in by groves and hedges, the eye is delighted 
by a continual succession of small landscapes 
of captivating loveliness. 

The great charm, however, of English sce- 
nery is the moral feeling that seems to per- 
vade it. It is associated in the mind with 
ideas of order, of quiet, of sober well estab- 
lished principles, of hoary usage and reve- 
rend custom. •Every thing seems to be the 
growth of ages of regular and peaceful exis- 
tence. The old church of remote architec- 
ture, with its low massive porta];' its gothic 
tower; its win&o\*^ rich with tracery and 
painted, glass, in scrupulous preservation; its 
stately monuments of warriors and worthies 
of the olden time, ancestors of the present 
lords of the soil; its tombstones, recording 
successive generations of sturdy yeomanry, 
whose progeny still plough the same fields, 
and haeel at the same altar — ^The parsonage, 
a quaint irregular pile, partly antiquated, but 
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repaired aQd altered in the tastes of various 
ages and x)ccupaats — The stile and footpa,th 
leading from the churchyard, across pleasant 
fi^s, and aloog shady hedgerows, according 
to ^n immemorial right of way-^Tbe neigh- 
houring yiUsige, with its venerable cottages, its 
.public green sheltered by trees, under which 
the forefathers of the present race have sport- 
ed — The antique family mansion, standing 
apart in some litde rural domain, but looking 
down with a protecting air on the surround- 
ing scene — All these common features of Eng- 
lish landscape evince a calm and settled secu- 
rity, and hereditary transmission of home- 
bred virtues and local attachments, that speak 
deeply and touchingly for the moral character 
of the nation. 

It is a pleading sight of a Sunday- morning, 
when the bell is sending its sober melody 
across the quiet fields, to behold the pea- 
santry in their best finery, with ruddy faces 
and modest eheerfalness, thronging tranquilly 
along the green lanes to church; but it is still 
more pleasing to see them in the evenings, 
gathering about their cottage doors, and ap- 
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pearing to exult in the humble comforts and 
embellishments which their own hands have 
spread around them. 

It is this sweet home-feeling, this settled 
repose of affection in the domestic scene, that 
is, after all, the parent of the steadiest virtues 
and purest enjoyments; and I cannot close 
these desultory remarks better, than by quot- 
ing the words of a modern English poet, who 
has depicted it with remarkable felicity : 

Through each gradation, from the castled hall. 
The city dome, the villa crown'd with shade. 
But chief from modest mansions numberless. 
In town or hamlet, shelt'ring middle life, 
Down to the cottaged vale, and straw-roof d shed; 
This western isle hath long been famed for scenes 
Where bliss domestic finds a dwelling-place : 
Domestic bliss, that, like a harmless dove, 
(Honour and sweet endearment keeping guard,) 
Can centre in a little quiet nest 
All that desire would fly for through the earth ; 
That can, the world eluding, be itself 
A world enjoy'd; that wants no witnesses 
But its own sharers, and approving heaven ; 
That, like a flower deep hid in rocky cleft. 
Smiles, though 'tis looking only at the sky (a). 

(a) From a Poem oo the Death of the Princess Charlotte, by the 
Reverend Rann Kennedy, A. M. 
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I never heard 
Of any true affection, but 'twas nipt 
With care, that, like the caterpillar, eats 
The leaves of the spring's sweetest book, the rose. 

MiDDLETON. 



It is a common practice with those who have 
outHved the susceptibility of early feeling, or 
have been brought up in the gay heartlessness 
of dissipated life, to laugh at all love stories, 
and to treat the tales of romantic passion as 
mere fictions of novelists and poets. My ob- 
servations on human nature have induced me 
to think otherwise. They have convinced 
me, that however the surface of the character 
may be chilled and frozen by the cares of the 
worlds or cultivated into mere smiles by the 
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arts of society, still there are dormant fires 
lurking in the depths of the coldest bosom, 
which, when once enkindled, become impe- 
tuous, and are sometimes desolating in their 
effects. Indeed, I am a true believer in the 
blind deity, and go to the full extent of his 
doctrines. Shall I confess it? — I believe in 
broken hearts, and the possibility of dying of 
disappointed love. I do not, however, consi- 
der it a malady often fatal to my own sex ; but 
I firmly believe that it withers down many 
a lovely woman into an early grave. 

Man is the creature of interest and ambi- 
tion. His nature leads him forth into the 
struggle and bustle of the vi^orld* Love is 
btit the embellishment of his early life, or k 
song pipied in the intervals of the acts. He 
seeks foi* fame, for fortune, for sp^ce in the 
world's thought, and dominion over his fellow 
m6n. But a woman's whole life is a history 
oiF the affections. The heart is her world : it 
is there her ambition strives for empire; it is 
there her avarice seeks for hiddeh treasures. 
She sends forth her sympathies on advetiture ; 
she embarks her whole soul in the traffic of 
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affection; and if shipwrecked, her case is 
hopeless — for it is a bankruptcy of the heart. 

To a man the disappointment of love may 
occasion some bitter pangs : it wounds some 
feelings of tenderness — it blasts some pros-- 
pects of felicity; but he is an active being — 
he may dissipate his thoughts in the whiii 
of varied occupation, or may plunge into the 
tide of pleasure; or, if the scene of disap- 
pointment be too full of painful associations, 
he can shift his abode at will, and taking as it 
were the wings of the morning, can a fly to 
the uttermost parts of the earth, and be at 
rest. » 

But woman's is comparatively a fixed, a se- 
cluded, and a meditative life. She is more 
the companion of her own thoughts and feel- 
ings; and if they are turned to ministers of 
sorrow, where shall she look for consolation? 
Her lot is to be wooed and won; and if un- 
happy in her love, her heart* is like some for- 
tress that has been captured, and sacked, and 
abandoned, and left desolate. 

How many bright eyes grow dim -^ how 
miany ^oft: cheeks grow pale— how many lovely 
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forms fade away into the tomb, and none 
can tell the cause that bUghted their loveli- 
ness! As the dove will clasp its wings to its 
side, and cover and conceal the arrow that is 
preying on its vitals, so is it the nature of 
woman to hide from the world the pangs of 
wounded affection. The love of a delicate 
female is always shy and silent. Even when 
fortunate, she scarcely breathes it to herself; 
but when otherwise, she buries it in the re- 
cesses of her bosom, and there lets its cower 
and brood among the ruins of her peace. 
With her the desire of the heart has failed. 
The great charm of existence is at an end. 
She neglects all the cheerful exercises which 
gladden the spirits, quicken the pulses, and 
«end the tide of life in healthful currents 
through the veins. Her rest is broken — ^the 
sweet refreshment of sleep is poisoned by 
melancholy dreamt — « dry sorrow drinks her 
blood, » until her enfeebled frame sinks under 
the slightest external injury. Look for her, 
after a little while, and you find friendship 
weeping over her untimely grave, and won- 
dering that one, who but lately glowed with 
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all. the radiance of health and beauty, should 
so speedily be brought down to « darkness 
and the worm.» You will be told of some 
wintry chill, some casual indisposition, that 
laid her low ; — ^but no one knows of the men- 
tal malady that previously sapped her strength, 
and made her so easy a prey to the spoiler. 

She is like some tender tree, the pride and 
beauty of the grove; graceful in its form, 
bright *in its foliage, but with the worm prey- 
ing at its heart. We find it suddenly wither- 
ing, when it should be most fresh and luxu- 
riant. We see it drooping its branches to the 
earthy and shedding leaf by leaf; until, wasted 
and perished away, it falls even in the still- 
ness of the forest ; and as we muse over the 
beautiful ruin, we strive in vain to recollect 
the blast or thunderbolt that could have smit- 
ten it with decay. 

I have seen many instances of women run- 
ning to waste and self-neglect, and disappear- 
ing gradually from the earth, almost as if they 
had been exhaled to heaven; and have repeat- 
edly fancied that I could trace their death 
through the various declensions of consump- 
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tion, cold, debility, languor, melaneholy, until 
I reached the first symptom of disappointed 
love. But an instance of the kind was lately 
told to me ; the circumstances are well known 
in the country where they happened, and I 
shall but give them in the manner in which 
they were related. 

Every one must recollect the tragical story 
of young E — — , the Irish patriot; it was too 
touching to be sooh forgotten. During the 
troubles in Ireland he was tried, condemned, 
and executed, on a charge of treason. His 
fate made a deep impression on public sym- 
pathy. He was so young — so intelligent^^^^so 
generous— so brave— so every thing that we 
are apt to like in a young man. His conduct 
under trial, too, was so lofty and intrepid. 
The noble indignation with which ha repel- 
led the charge of treason against his country 
- — ^tbe eloquent vindication of his name— ^nd 
his pathetic appeal to posterity, in the hope- 
less hour of condemnation— all these entered 
« 

deeply into every generous bosom,* aud even 
his enemies lamented the stern policy that 
dictated his execution. 
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But there was one heart, whose anguish it 
would be impossible to describe. In happier 
days and fairer fortunes, he had won the af- 
fections of a beautiful and interesting girl, 
the daughter of a late celebrated Irish barrister. 
She loved him with the disinterested fervour of 
a woman's first and early love. When every 
worldly maxim arrayed itself against him; 
when blasted in fortune, and disgrace, and 
danger darkened around his name, she loved 
him the more ardently for his very sufferings. 
If, then, his fate could awaken the sympathy 
even of his foes, what must have been the 
agony of her, whose whole soul was occupied 
by his image ! Let those tell who have had 
the portals of the tomb suddenly closed be- 
tween them and the being they most loved 
on earth — who have sat at its threshold, as 
one shut out in a cold and lonely world, from 
whence all that was most lovely and loving 
had. departed. 

But then the horrors of such a grave! so 

frightful, so dishonoui^ed ! There was nothing 

for memory to dwell on that could soothe the 

pang of separation — none of those tender 

VOL. I, 7 
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the^gh melancholy circminsCaBces, that «ndf ar 
the porting scene -^ nothing to melt sorrow 
into those bliessed tteai^ ^esit, like d^ Aerms 
of heaT«n, to revise the heart in ds^ jaiaiting 
hour of anguish. 

To render her vHdowvd siili:iiation more de- 
solate, she had incurred her fatker^s displea- 
sure hy her nnfortunate attachmedt, and was 
an exile from the pater»9il rooif. Bat could 
the sympathy and kind offices of friends havie 
readied a spirit so shocked and driven in hy 
horror^ she wo«]M haTe experienced no 'wane 
of consolation, for the Irish are a people of 
quick and generous sensihiltties. Tlue most 
delicate and cherishing attentions -were pail 
her by £amilies >of weakh and distinGtienK 
She was led imx) society, and they tried by 
aU kinds of occupation and anwisement Co dis^ 
sipate her grief, and wean her from the tra*- 
gical story of her loves. But it was ali in 
vain. There are some strokes of calamity 
that scathe and scorch the soul— «that pene- 
trate to the vital seat o^ kappmess-^-^nd hiast 
it, never again to put forth bud or bloesom^ 
She never objeoied lo frequent the haunts of 
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pletsure, but she was as mach alone there as 
^ in the depdis of solitude. She walked about 
in a sad reverie, apparently unconscious of 
the world around her. She carried with her 
an inward woe that Blocked at all the hlan* 
dishments ot friendship, and « heeded not 
the song of the charmer, charm he never so 
wisely.* 

The person who told me her story had seen 
her at a masquerade. There can be no exhi-r 
bition of far-g(M>e wretchedness more striking 
afid painful than to meet it in such a sceneu 
To find it wandering like a spectre, lot>ely 
and joyless, where all around is gay — to see it 
dcessed oui in the trappings of mirth, and 
looking fio wan and wo-begone, as if it had 
tried in vdia to cheat the poor heart into a 
xoomentary forgetfnlness of sorrow. After 
steoUing through the splendid rooms and gid- 
dy icrowd with an air of utter afaatraction, she 
eat herself down on the steps of an orchestra^ 
and looking about for some time, with a va*- 
cant air, that showed her insensibility to tat 
gari^ scene, 9he began, with the capricious- 
nisss 0f a sickly heart, dq warble ahttl^ plain^ 
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tive air. She had an exquisite voice; but on 
this occasion it was so simple, so touching, it , 
breathed forth such a soul of wretchedness, 
that she drew a crowd mute and silent around 
her, and melted every one into tears. 

The story of one so true and tender could 
not but excite great interest in a country re- 
markable for enthusiasm. It completely won 
the heart of a brave officer, who paid his ad- 
dresses to her, and thought that one so true 
to the dead could not but prove affectionate to 
the living. She declined his attentions, for 
her thoughts were irrevocably engrossed by 
the memory of her former lover. He, how- 
ever, persisted in his suit. He solicited not 
her tenderness, but her esteem. He was as- 
sisted by her conviction of his worth, and her 
sense of her own destitute and dependent si- 
tuation, for she was existing on the kindness 
of friends. In a word, he at length succeeded 
in gaining her hand, though with the solemn 
assurance, that her heart was unalterably ano* 
ther's. 

He took her with him to Sicily, hoping that 
a change of scene might wear out the remem- 
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brance of early woes. She was an amiable and 
exemplary wife, and made an effort to be a 
happy one; but nothing could cure the silent 
and devouring melancholy that had entered 
into her very soul. She wasted away in a 
slow, but hopeless decline, and at length sunk 
into the grave, the victim of a broken heart. 

It was on her that Moore, the distinguished 
Irish poet, composed the following lines : 

she is far from the land where her young hero sleeps, 

And lovers around her are sighing : 
But coldly she turns from their gaze, and weeps. 

For her heart in his grave is lying. 

She sings the wild songs of her dear native plains, 

Every note which he lov'd awaking — 
Ah ! little they think, who delight in her strains, 

How the heart of the minstrel is breaking ! 

He had lived for his love— for his country he died. 
They were all that to life had entwined him — 

Nor soon shall the tears of his country be dried, 
Nor long will his love stay behind him ! 

Oh ! make her a grave where the suo-beams rest. 
When they promise a glorious morrow ; 

They'll shine o'er her sleep, like a smile from the west, 
From her own lov'd island of sorrow ! 
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« If that severe doom of Synesius be true — ' It is a greater 
offence to steal dead men's labour, than their clothes/ what 
shall become of most writers ?• 

Burton's Anatomt of Melasigholt. 



I HAVE often wondered at the extreme fecun- 
dity of the press, and how it comes to pass 
that so many heads, on which nature seems to 
have inflicted the curse of barrenness, should 
teem with voluminous productions. As a man 
travels on, however, in the jouyney of life, his 
objects of wonder daily diminish, and he is 
continually finding out some very simple 
cause for some great matter of marvel. Thus 
have I chanced, in my peregrinations about 
this great metropoUs, to blunder upon a scene 
which unfolded to me some of the mysteries 
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of the book-making craft, and at once put an 
end to^y astonishment. 

I was one summer^s day loitering through 
the great saloons of the British Museum, with 
that listlessness with which one is apt to saunter 
about a museum in warm weather; sometimes 
felling over the glass-cases of minerals, some- 
times studying the hieroglyphics on an Egyp- 
tian mummy, and sometimes trying, with near- 
ly equal success, to comprehend the allegorical 
paintings on the lofty ceilings. Whilst I was 
gazing about in this idle way, my attention 
was attracted to a distant door, at the end of 
a suite of apartments. It was closed,^ but everj 
AOW and then it would open, aiad some sCrasige 
favoused being, gjienerally clodned in black, 
would steal forth, and glide thirough the 
rooms, without noticing any of the sua^round- 
ifig oiijects. There was an air of m.ystery 
about this that piqued my languid curiosity, 
and ] determined to attempt the passage of 
that strait^ and to explore the unknown re- 
I^OBS that lay beyond. The door yielded to 
my hand,, with all that facility with which the 
portals of enchanted castles* yield to the ad* 
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i^€9iturcias knigfait-erraiii:. I taoai myself in a 
spatfBOua chamber^ surrounded "vritb great 
cases of venerable hooks^ Abore the cases^ 
and just undjer the cornice, were arrao^ed a 
great number oS black looking portraits of 
ancient authors. About the room were placed 
long tables, with stands for reading and writ- 
ixigy at which sat many pale, studious perso« 
nagcs, poring intently over dusty vcilimies, 
FommagiiEig among mouldy manuscripts,, and 
taking oopionsi noDes of dieir consents. The 
most hushed stiUness reigned though this m^ys« 
terioiis apartmeoft, excepting that you miigfafi 
hear the raemg of pens over sheets of paper^ 
o^ occasionally, the deep sigh of one of these 
sages, as he shifted his position to turn ovev 
die page of an old foUo; doubtless arising 
from that hoUowAess and flatttleocy incident 
to learned research. 

Now and then one of these personages wooLd 
write something on a small slip of paper^ and 
ring a bell, whereupon a familiar would ap- 
pear, take the paper in profound silence^ 
glide out of the room^ and return shortly 
loaded with ponderous tomes, upon which 
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the other would fall tooth and nail with fa* 
mished voracity. I had no longer a doubt that 
I had happened upon a body of magi,, deeply 
engaged in the study of occult sciences. . The 
scene reminded me of an old Arabian tale of 
a philosopher, who was shut up in an eur 
chanted library in the bosom of a mountain, 
that opened only once a year; where he made 
the spirits of the place obey his commands, 
and bring him books of all kinds of dark know- 
ledge, so that at the end of the year, when 
the magic portal once more swung open on 
its hinges, he issued forth so versed in for- 
bidden lore, as to be able to soar above the 
heads of the multitude, and to control the 
powers of nature. 

My curiosity being now fully aroused, I 
whispered to one of the familiars, as he was 
about to leave the room, and begged an inter- 
pretation of the strange scene before me. A 
few words wer^ sufficient for the purpose. I 
found that these mysterious personages, whom 
I had mistaken for magi, were principally au- 
thors, and were in the very act of manufac- 
turing books. I was, in fact, in the reading- 
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room of the great British Library*- an im- 
mense collection of volumes of all ages and 
languages, many of which are now forgotten, 
and most of which are seldom read. To 
these sequestered pools of obsolete literature, 
therefore, do many modem authors repair, 
and draw buckets f uU of classic lore, or « pure 
English, undefiled,» wherewith to swell their 
own scanty riUs of thought. 

Being now in possession of the secret, I sat 
down in a comer, and watched the process of 
this book manufactory. I noticed one lean, 
bilious -looking wight, who sought none but 
the most worm-eaten volumes, printed in black 
letter. He was evidently constructing some 
work of profound erudition, that would be 
purchased by every man who wished to be 
thought learned, placed upon a conspicuous 
shelf of his library, or laid open upon his 
table : but never read. I observed him, now 
and then, draw a large fragment of biscuit out 
of his pocket, and gnaw; whether it was his 
dinner, or whether he was endeavouring to 
keep off that exhaustion of the stomach pro<- 
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duced by mucb pondering over dry works^ I 
leave to harder students than mjsfM to deter<- 
jQOtinje. 

There was ome dapper little gendemam ia 
hrigfat coloured clothes, vvritb a chirping, g^os* 
sapping expressing of Gountenance,, who had 
aU the appearance of an author on good tema 
'with his bookseller. After considerkig ham 
attentively, I recognized in him a diligent 
Ifetter up of miscellaneous works, which bus- 
tled off well with the trade. I was curious ts» 
see how he manufactured his wares* He 
made more stir and show of busiaess than an j 
of the others; dipping into various books, 
fluttering over the leaves of manuscripts, tak* 
ing a morsel out of one, a snorsel out of aoo*- 
ther, « hjaie upon line, precept npoOi precept^ 
here a httLe and there a little.w The contents 
of his hook seemed to be as heterogeneous as 
those of the witches' caldron in Macbeth. It 
was here a finger aiid there a thumb, toe of 
frog and blind worm's ating, with his own 
gosjsiip poured in like « baboon'iS blood^» to 
make th^e jnedley « slab and good.» 
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After all, thonght I, may not this pilfeiiog 
disposioon be implaoted in authors for wise 
puijwses; may it not he the way in which 
Provideoce lias taken care that the seeds of 
knowledge and wisdom shall be preserved 
ffiom age to age, iu spite of the inevitable 
decay of the works in which they w«re first 
produced? We see that nature has wisely, 
though whimsically, provided for the con- 
Tcyance of seeds from clime to clime, in the 
flftaws of certain birds ; so that animals which, 
in themseives, are little better tfaana carrion, 
and apparently the lawless plunderers of tbe 
erohard and the com field, are, in feet. Na- 
ture's carriers to disperse and perpetuate her 
Uessings* In Bke mminer, the beauties and 
fine ckonghts of aocient and obsolete authors 
«« caiigbt up by ti»ese flights of predatory 
writers, said cast ^orth again to flourish and 
bear fruit m a remote and distant tract of 
time. Many of their w^orks, also, undergo a 
Idnd of metempsyc^sis, and spring up under 
new forms. What was fomerly a ponderous 
hist<M*y, revives in the shape of a romance — 
an «ld legend changes into a modern play — 
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and a sober philosophical treatise famishes 
the body for a whole series of bouncing and 
sparkling essays. Thus it is in the clearing of 
our American woodlands; where we bum 
down a forest of stately pines, a progeny of 
dwarf oaks start up in their place : and we 
never see the p)x>strate trunk of a tree moul^ 
dering into soil, but it gives birth to a whole 
tribe of fungi. 

Let us not, then, lament over the decay 
and oblivion into which ancient writers dcr 
scend; they do but submit to the great law of 
nature, which declares that all sublunary 
shapes of matter shall be limited in their du- 
ration, but which decrees, also, that their ele* 
ments shall never perish. Generation after 
generation, both in animal and vegetable life, 
passes away, but the vital principle is trans-* 
mitted to posterity, and the species continue 
to flourish. Thus, also, do authors beget au- 
thors, and having produced a numerous pro- 
geny, in a good old age they sleep with their 
fathers, that is to say, with the authors who pre- 
ceded them— and from whom they had stolen. 

Whilst I was indulging in these rambling 
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fancies, I had leaned my head against a pile 
of reverend folios. Whether it was owing to 
the soporific emanations from these works ; or 
to th€ profound quiet of the room; or to the 
lassitude arising from much wandering; or to 
an unlucky habit of napping at improper times 
and places, with which I am grievously af« 
flictedy so it was, that I fell into a doze. Still, 
however, my imagination ccmtinued busy, and 
indeed the same scene remained before my 
mind's eye, only a little changed in some of 
the details. I dreamt that the chamber was 
stiU decorated with the portraits of ancient 
authors, but that the number was increased. 
The long tables had disappeared, and in place 
of the sage magi, I beheld a ragged, thread- 
bare throng, such as may be seen plying about 
the great repository of cast-off clothes, Mon- 
mouth-street. Whenever th«y seized upon a 
book, by oue of those incongruities common 
to dreams, methought it turned into a gar- 
ment of foreign or antique fashion, with which 
they proceeded to equip themselves. I noticed, 
however, that no one pretended to clothe 
hkoself from any particular suit, but took a 
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sleeve from one, a cape from another, a skirt 
from a third, thus decking himself out piece- 
meal, while some of his original rags would 
peep out from among his borrowed finery. 

There was a portly,, rosy, well-fed parson, 
whom I observed ogling several mouldy pole- 
mical writers through an eye-glass. He soon 
contrived to slip on the voluminous mantle of 
one of the old fathers, and having purloined 
the gray beard of another, endeavoured to 
look exceedingly wise ; but the smirking com- 
mon-place of his countenance set at nought all 
the trappings of wisdom. One sickly-looking 
gentleman was busied embroidering - a very 
flimsy garment with gold thread drawn out 
of several old court dresses of the reign of 
Quieen Elizabeth. Another had trimmed him- 
self magnificently from an illuminated manu- 
script, had stuck a nosegay in his bosom, cuH- 
ed from «The Paradise of dainty Devices, » 
and having put Sir Philip Sidney's hat on one 
side oFhis head, strutted off with an exquisite 
air of vulgar elegance. A third, who was but 
of puny dimensions, had bolstered himself 
out bravely with the spoils from several ob- 
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sciire tracts of philosophy, so that he had a 
very imposing froot; but he was lamentably 
tattered in rear, and I perceived that he had 
patched his small-clothes with scraps of parch- 
ment from a Latin author. 

There were some well-dressed gentlemen, 
it is true, who only helped themselves to a 
gem or so, which sparked among their own 
ornaments, without eclipsing them. Some, 
too, seemed to contemplate the costumes of 
the old writers, merely to imbibe their prin- 
ciples of taste, and to catch their air and spirit; 
but 1 grieve to say, that too many were apt to 
array themselves from top to toe, in the patch- 
work manner I have mentioned. I shall not 
omit to speak of one genius, in drab breeches 
and gaiters, and an Arcadian hat, who had a 
violent propensity to the pastoral, but whose 
rural wanderings had been confined to the 
classic haunts of Primrose Hill, and the soli- 
tudes of the Regent's Park. He had decked 
himself in wreaths and ribands from all the old 
pastoral poets, and hanging his head on one 
side, went about with a fantastical lack-a-dai- 
sical air, a babbling about green fields. » But 
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the personage tliat most struck m^ a;i>oeiiiioii 
was a pragmatical old gentleman, ia clevicat 
robes, with a remarkably large and square, 
trat bald head. He entered the room wheez- 
ing and puffing, elbowed his way thrcMigb the 
throng, with a look of sturdy self-confidence, 
and Jiaying laid hands upon a thick Greek 
quarto, clapped it upon his head, and swepe 
majestically away in a fcAinidable frkzled wig. 
In the heighft of this literary masquerade, a 
cry suddenly resounded from^ evfery sHe^ of 
« Thieves! thieves !» I looked, and k>! the 
portraits about th« wdM became animated! 
The old authors thrust out, first a head, then 
a shoulder from: the canvass, looked dowa 
curiously, for an instant, upon the motley 
throng, and then descended with fury in. tlbeiv 
eyes, to claim their rified property. The scene 
of scampering and hubbub that ensued baffler 
all- description. The unhappy culprits en- 
deavoured in vain to escape with the plunder. 
On one side might be seen half a dozen old 
monks, stripping a modern professor ; on an* 
other, there was sad devastation carried into 
the ranks of modevn dramatic writers. BeatY- 
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moiit antd Fleficlier, »ide by side, raged round 
tlie field like Castor and Pollux, and sturdy 
Ben Jottsott enacted more wonders^ than when 
a ToIuBteer with the army in Flanders. As t0 
the darpper little compiler of farragos, jaaen- 
tioned some time since, he had arrayed bira* 
srefiP in as many patches and colours as har- 
lequin, and there was as fierce a contention of 
daiwants about him, as about the dead body 
of Piatrocliis. I was grieved to see many men, 
to whom I had been accustomed to look up 
with awe and reverence, fain to steal off with 
scarce a rag ta cover their nakedness* Just 
then my eye was caught by the pragmatical 
old gentleman in the Greek grizzled wig, who 
was scrambling away in sore affright with 
half a score of authors in full cry [after him*. 
They were close upon his haunches; in a 
twinkling off went his wig; at every turn 
some strip of raiment was peeled away ; until 
in a few moments, from his domineering 
pomp, he shrunk into a little, pursy, « chopped 
bald shot,)^ and made his exit with only a few 
tags and rags ftuttering at his back. 

There was something so ludicroui in the 
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catastrophe of this learned Tkeban, that I 
burst into an immoderate fit of laughter, 
which broke the whole illusion. The. tumult 
and the scuffle were at an end. The chamber 
resumed its usual appearance. The old au- 
thors shrunk back into their picture-frames, 
and hung in shadowy solemnity along the 
walls. In shorty I found myself wide awake 
in my comer, with the whole assemblage of 
book-worms ^[azing at me with astonishment. 
Nothing of the dream had been real but my 
burst of laughter, a sound never before heard 
in that grave sanctuary, and so abhorrent to the 
ears of wisdom, as to electrify the fraternity. 

The librarian now stepped up to me, and 
demanded whether I had a card of admission. 
At first I did not comprehend him, but I 
soon found that the library was a kind of lite- 
rary « preserve,)) subject to game laws, and 
that no one must presume to hunt there with- 
out special license and permission. In a word, 
I stood convicted of being an arrant poacher, 
and was glad to make a precipitate retreat, 
lest I should have a whole pack of authors let 
loose upon me^ 
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Though your body be coufiu'd. 

And soft love a prisoner bound, 
Tet the beauty of your mind 
Neither check nor chain hath found. 
Look out nobly, then, and dare 
Eyen the fetters that you wear. 

FLErrCHER. 



On a soft sunny morning in the genial month 
of May, I made an excursion to Windsor 
Castle. It is a place full of storied and poeti- 
cal associations. The very external aspect of 
the proud, old pile is enough to inspire high 
thought. It rears its irregular walls and mas- 
sive towers, like a mural crown, round the 
brow of a lofty ridge, waves its royal banner 
in the clouds, and looks down, with a lordly 
air, upon the surrounding world. 

On this morning the weather w^s of that 
VOL. I. 8 
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voluptuous vernal kind, which calls forth all 
the latent romance of a man's temperament, 
filling his mind with music, and disposing him 
to quote poetry and dream of beauty. In 
wandering through the magnificent saloons 
and long echoing galleries of the castle, I 
passed with indifference by whole rows of 
portraits of warriors and statesmen, but lin- 
gered in the chamber, where hang.: the like- 
nesses of the beauties that graced the gay court 
of Charles the Second; and as I gazed upon 
them, depicted with amorous, half-disheveUed 
tresses, and the sleepy eye of love, I blessed 
the pencil of Sir Peter Lely, which had thus 
enabled me to bask in the reflected rays of 
beaufy. lu traversing, alsp ^he ^ l^ge^greeq^ 
courts, » with sunshine beamipg ^i^ii th^ gl^ 
walls, and glancing al9ng. the .Vj^lyet Xv^fj my 
mind was engrossed wi^^i the ima^,,Q£, tbfi 
tender, the ^ gallant, but hapjle^^ Surj^y,^ ai^l 
his account of his loiteriogs.abj^i^t.li^^m in.liis 
stripling days, when enamoured ^^th^^ IaAj 
Geraldine— .0 . h ; 
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« With eyes east up unto the maiden's tower, 
yrith easie 8i^s> such as men draw in love.-* . 
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In this mood of mere poetical susceptibility, I 
visited the ancient Keep of the Castle, where 
James the First of Scotland, the pride and 
theme of Scottish poets and historians, was 
for many years of his youth detained a pri- 
soner of state; It is a large gray tower, that has 
stood the brunt of agesj and is still in good 
preservation. It stands on a mound, whidbi 
elevates it above the other parts >of the castle, 
and a great flight of steps leads to the interior. 
In die armoury, which is a gothic hair fur- 
nished with weapons of various kinds and 
ages,. I was shown a^ coat of armour hanging 
agaiojst the wall,, which I was told had once 
belonged to James; From hence I was con- 
ducted up»a staircase to a suite of apartments 
of faded magnificence, 'hong ^vith storied ta- 
pestry, wbich formed his f^isoh, and the? scene 
of ths^t passionate and fanciful amour, which 
has woven into the web of his story- the ma^ 
gical hues of poetry and fiction. 

The whole history of this amiable -but urin 
fortunat'6 prince is highly romantic. At the 
tender age of eleven he was sent froln home 
by his father, Robert III. and destined for the 
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French court, to be reared under the eye of 
the French monarch, secure from the trea- 
chery and danger that surrounded the royal 
house of Scotland, It was his mishap in the 
course of his voyage to fall into the hands of 
the English, and he was detained prisoner by 
Henry IV. aotwithstanding that a truce exist- 
ed between the two countries. 

The intelligeujce of his capture, coming in 
the train of many sorrows and disasters, prov- 
ed fatal to his unhappy father. « The news,)! 
we are tojld, a was brought to him while at 
supper, and did so overwhelm him with grief, 
that be was almost ready to give up the ghost 
into the hands of the seryants that attended 
him. But being carried to his bed-chamber, 
he abstained from all food, and in three days 
died of hunger and grief, at Rothesay. »(a) 

James was detained in captivity above eigh- 
teen years; but, though deprived of personal 
liberty, he was treated with the respect due to 
his rank. Care was taken to instruct him in 
all the branches of useful knowledge cultivated 
^t that period, and to give him those mental 

(<i)9uch^tia|i|. 
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and personal accomplishments deemed proper 
for a prince. Perhaps, in this respect, his im^ 
prisonment was an advantage, as it enabled 
him to apply himself the mOre exclusively to 
his improvement, and quietly to imbibe that 
rich fund of knowledge, and to cherish those 
elegant tastes, which have given such a lustre 
to his memory, The picture drawn of him in 
early life, by the Scottish historians, is highly 
captivating, and seems rather the description 
of a hero of romance, than of a character in 
real history. He was well learnt, we are told, . 
« to fight with the sword, to joust, to toumay, 
to wrestle, to sing and dance; he was an expert 
mediciner, right crafty in playing both of lute 
and harp and sundry other instruments of 
music, and was expert in grammar, oratory, 
and poetry. » (a) , 

With this combination of manly and deli- 
cate accomplishments, fitting him to shine - 
both in active and elegant life, and calculated 
to give him an intense relish for joyous exist- 
ence, it must have been a severe trial, in an 
age of bustle and chivalry, to pass the spring- 

{a) Ballenden's Translation of Hector Boyce. 



174 A aOTAL POET. 

time of his year& in montonous captivity. It 
was the good. fortune of James, however, to 
be gifted ^with a powe9f}d poetic fancy, and to 
be visited in his prison^ by the (choicest inspi- 
rations of the mvLse. Some minds corrode 
and grow inactive, under the to^s of personal 
liberty; others grow morbid and irritable; but 
it is the nature of the poet to become tender 
^nd imaginative in the loneliness of confine- 
ment. He bapcpiets upon the honey of his 
owtt thoughts, and, like the captive >bird, 
pours forth his soul in melody. 

Have you not seen the nightingale, 

•A pilgrim coop'd into a cage, 

. How doth she chant her wonted tale, 

In that her lonely heitaitage ! 

Even there her charming melody doth prove 

That all her houghs are trees, her cage a grove. ( a ) 

ii Indexed, it is the divine atti'ibute of the ima- 
gination, that it is irrepressible, linconfinable; 
that when the real world is shut out, it <!an 
create, a' woirld ifori itself, and with a necro- 
mantic power, can conjure up glorious shapes 
aofid'ifoiins^ and brilliant visions^, to make soli- 

{ €t) Roger L'Estvange. 
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taie poptildU6, atidf iirradiate th^ gldoih ttf'the 
chingeoni 8n€h was' «he VorM» *f 'pdfmp ^atad 
pdgreant'that ii^ed VmxnA ^^sd^ iti hi^^di^mal 
ceil^af F^?rara,Jwtten he conceded' the splen- 
did scenes of bis Jerusal^^m'; titid' w'i^ mky tbn- 
sid«r 4lie <<^ King^s Qiiaiiv » coiripo^d'by James 
d^iiig his^^aptivity at Windsor, ^ as another 
of th*>se* beautiful •brteakirtgs- forth of th^'^bul 
from the restraint and gloom of the prison 

*The subject of? the poWm^i^'his- teve'^for fhe 
Lady Janie ©eaufortj daUj^tet-^df the Earl^of 
Sdmel'set, and a princess of «be bl^od Yoy^l of 
England, of whom' he 'became enamoured 'in 
the coUrsfe of his-'captivityl'' Whsit^ g^s^ it 
peculiar Talue, is, that it may be ^cohSidefed a 
d^anscript of the royal bird's ttnie fedirfgs, 
and »the €tory of iis real love^ • aiid forturfes. 
It' is'' HO«*€ifteii that sovereigns 'wriif6 ^ poetry, 
Itt* that'pe^tS derf in'fedt.- If is gratifying to 
the pride ofia common man,^ to fifad ri'mo- 
nanch- tbvts^sui^g, as 'it were, for'^admidsittn 
intoJbi^ cfeset^ and seeking to wiloi his fd:Vour 
by administering to his pleasur^sV -It 1^ a 
proof of the honest equality of intellectual 
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competition, which strips off all the trap- 
pings of factitious dignity, brings the candi- 
date down to a level with his feUow men, and 
obliges him to depend on his own native 
powers for distinction. It is curious, too, to 
get at the history of a monarch's heart, and 
to find the simple affections of human nature 
throbbing under the ermine. But James had 
learnt to be a poet before he was a king : he 
was schooled in adversity, and reared in the 
company of his own thoughts. Monarchs have 
seldom time to parley with their hearts, or to 
meditate their minds into poetry; and had 
James been brought up amidst the adulation 
and gaiety of a court, we should never, in all 
probability, have had such a poem as the Quair. 
I have been particularly interested by those 
parts of the poem which breathe his imme- 
diate thoughts concerning his' situation, or 
which are connected with the apartment in 
the tower. They have thus a. personal and 
local charm, and are given with such circum- 
stantial truth, as to make the reader present 
with the captive in his prison, and the com- 
panion o( his meditations. 
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Such is the account which he gives of his 
weariness of spirit, and of the incident that 
first suggested the idea of writing the poem. 
It was the still midwatcK of a clear moonlight 
night; the stars, he says, were twinkling as the 
fire in the high yault of heaven ; and a Cynthia 
rinsing her golden locks in Aquarius. » He lay 
in bed wakeful and restless, and took a book 
to beguile the tedious hours. The book he 
chose was Boetius' Consolations of Philosophy, 
a work popular among the writers of that day, 
and which had been translated by his great 
prototype Chaucer. From the high eulogium 
in which he indulges, it is evident this was 
one of his favourite volumes while in prison ; 
and indeed it is an admirable text-book for me- 
ditation under adversity. It is the legacy of a 
' noble and enduring spirit, purified by sorrow 
and suffering, bequeathing to its successors 
in calamity, the maxims of sweet morality and 
the trains of eloquent but simple reasoning, by 
which it Was enabled to bear up against the 
various ills of life. It is a talisman, which the 
unfortunate may treasure up in his bosom, or, 
like the good King James, lay upon his nightly 
pillow. 
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. After closing the volume, Jie tatnd its- con- 
teats pyeiF in his mmdy iand,gDadu2dly.£ali6 ioto 

m 

a fit ^i masii^ on theiidkleness of fortune, the 
Ticissatudesxof his own life, «and the eviU that 
bad overtaken, him ev^n in his, tender yo^th. 
Suddenly he h^rs the belL ringing to. matins ; 
but its sound chiming in with his .melancholy 
{ancles, .seems tOthim-iikea voice. exhorting 
bipa.to write his.stoiy. In the spirit of poetic 
^rraptry he determines ^ to' eoiAply with this 
intimation : he theiiefoi^ takes pen ap hted, 
makes. with ita sign of the cross to implore 
a J>epediction, and salUes forth into the Anry 
land of poetry. There is sqmething .extremely 
fanciful in aU ibis, and it is interesting as fur- 
nishing a staking and.beautiful instance of the 
simple manner in which whole trains of poeti- 
cal thought are aometin^es. awakened^ and li- 
terary jenterprizes suggestejl to the mind; 

.In the course, of: his .poem he more than 
once bewails the^peculiar:hardness of his fate; 
thus doomed to lonely and inactive We, and 
shut up fropi the freedom and pleasure of the 
world, in-which the meanest .animal indulges 
unrestrained. There is a sweetness however 



A ROYAL POET. I'jg 

in his very complaints; th^y are the lamenta- 
tions of an amiable and sockl spirit at being 
(fenied'the indulgence of its kind and generous 
propensities; there is nothing in them harsh 
or exaggerated ; they flow with a natural and 
touching pathos, and are perhaps rendered 
more touching by their simple brevity. They 
contrast finely with those elaborate and iterat* 
ed repinings, which we sometimes meet with 
inpoetry; — the effusions of morbid minds sick- 
ening rnid^er miseries of their own creating, and 
venting their bitterness upon an unoffending 
world. James speaks of his privations with 
acute sensibility, but having mentioned them 
passes on, as if his manly mind disdained to 
brood over unavoidable calamities. When such 
a spirit breaks forth into complaint, however 
brief, we are aware how great must be the 
suffering that extorts the murmur. We sym- 
pathize with James, a romantic, active, and 
accomplished prince, cut off in the lustihood 
of youth* from' all the enterprize, the noble 
uses, and vigorous delights of life; as we do 
with Mihon, alive to all the beauties of na- 
ture and glories of art, when he breathes forth 
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brief, but deep-totied lamentations over bis 
perpetual blindness. 

Ha4 not James evinced a deficiency of poetic 
artifice, we migbt almost bave suspected tbat 
tbese lourings of gloomy reflection were meant 
as preparative to the brightest scene of his sto- 
ry; and to contrast with that effulgence of 
light and loveliness, that exhilarating accom- 
paniment of bird and song, and foliage and 
flower, and all the revel of the year, with 
which he ushers in the lady of his heart. It is 
this scene, in particular, which throws all the 
magic of romance about the old castle keep. 
He had risen, he says, at daybreak, according 
to custom, to escape from the dreary medita- 
tions of a sleepless pillow. « Bewailing in his 
chamber thus alone, » despairing of aU joy and 
remedy, « fortired of thought and wo-begone,» 
he had wandered to the window, to indulge 
the captive's miserable solace of gazing wist- 
fully upon the world from which he is ex- 
cluded. The window looked forth upon a 
small garden which lay at the foot of the 
tower. It was a quiet, sheltered spot, adorn- 
ed with arbours and green alleys, and pro- 
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tected firom the passing gaze by trees and haw- 
thorn hedges. 

Now was there made, fast by the tower's wall, 

A garden faire, and in the corners set 
An arbour green with wandis long and small 

Railed about, and so with leaves beset 
Was all the place and hawthorn hedges knet. 

That lyf (a) was none, walkyng there forbye, . 

That might within scarce any wight espye. 

So thick the branches and the leves grene, 
Reshaded aU the alleys that there were, 

And midst of every arbour might be sene 
The sharpe, grene, sweet juniper. 

Growing so fair, with branches here and there, 
That as it seemed to a lyf without. 
The boughs did spread the arbour all about. 

And on the small grene twistis(6) set 

The lytel swete nightingales, and swDg 

So loud and clear, the hymnis consecrate 
Of lovis use, now soft, now loud among, 

That all the garden and the wallis rung 

Right of their song 

It was the month of May, when every thing 
was in bloom; and he interprets the song of 

(a) l^y person. (6) Twistis, small boughs or twigs. 

Note, — The language of the quotations is generally moder« 
nixed. 
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the nightingale into the language of his en- 
amoured feeling : 

Worship, all ye that lovers be, this May ; 

For of your bliss tbe kalends are begun, 
And sing with us, away, winter away. 

Come, summer come, the sweet season and sun. 

As he gazes on the scene, and listens to the 
notes of the birds, he gradually lapses into 
one of those tender and undefinahle reveries, 
which fill the youthful bosom in this delicious 
season. He wonders what this love may be, 
of which he has s6 often read, and which thus 
seems breathed forth in the quickening breath 
of May, and melting all nature into ecstasy and 
song. If it really be so great a felicity, and if 
it be a boon thus generally dispensed to the 
most insignificant of beings, why is he alone 
cut off from its enjoymetits? 

oft would I think, O Lord, what may this be. 
That love is of such noble myght and kynde? 

Loving his folke, and such prosperitee 
Is it of him, as we in books do find : 
May he oure hertes setten (a) and uubynd : 

Hath he upon our hertes such maistrye ? 

Or is all this but feynit fantasye? 

{a)Settenf incline. 
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For giff he be of so grete excellence, 

That he of every wight hath care and charge. 

What have I gilt (a) to him^ or done offense, 
That I am thfaf d, and birdis go at large ? 

In the midst of his musing, as he casts his 
eyes downward, he beholds « the fairest and 
the freshest young floure,» that ever he had 
seen. It is the lovely Lady Jane walking in 
the garden to enjoy the beauty of that « fresh 
May morrowe.w Breaking thus suddenly up- 
on his sight in the moment of loneliness and 
excited susceptibility, she at once captivates 
the fancy of the romantic prince, and becomes 
the object of his wandering wishes, the sove- 
reign of his ideal world. 

There is, in this charming scene, an evident 
resemblance to the early part of Chaucer's 
Knight's Tale ; where Palamon and Arcite fall 
in love with Emilia, whom they see walking 
in the garden of their prison. Perhaps the 
similarity of the actual fact to the incident 
which he had read in Chaucer, may have in- 
duced James to dwell on it in hi$ poem. His 
description of the Lf^y Jane is given in the 

{a) Gilt, whatiiip^^aYe I done, etc. 
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f 

picturesque and minute manner of his master; 
and being doubtless taken from the life, is a 
perfect portrait of a beauty of that day. He 
dwells, with the fondness of a lover, on every 
article of her apparel, from the net of pearl, 
splendent with emeralds- and sapphires,, that 
confined her golden hair, even to the « goodly 
chaine of small orfeverye » (a) about her neck, 
whereby there hung a ruby in shape of a 
heart, that seemed, he says, like a spark of 
fire burning upon her white bosom. Her 
dress of white tissue was looped up to enable 
her to walk with more freedom. She was 
accompanied by two female attendants, and 
about her sported a little hound decorated 
with bells; probably the small Italian hound 
of exquisite symmetry, which was a parlour fa- 
vourite and pet among the fashionable dames 
of ancient time^. James closes his description 
by a burst of general eulogium. 

In her was youth, beauty, with humble port, ^ 
BouDtee, richesse, and womanly feature; 

God better knows than my pen can report. 

Wisdom, largesse, (6) estate, (c) and cunning (d) sure, 

(a) Wrought gold. (6) Laryesse, bounty. 

{c)Estatef dignity. {d) Cunning, discretion. 
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In every point so guided her measare, 

In word, in deed, in shape, in countenance, 
That nature might no more her child advance. 

The departure of the Lady Jaae from the gar* 
den puts an end to this transient riot of the 
heart. With her departs the amorous illusion, 
that had shed a temporary charm over the 
scene of his captirity, and he relapses into 
loneliness, now rendered tenfold more into- 
leral^le by this passing beam of unattainable 
beauty. Through the long and weary day he 
repines at his unhappy lot, and when ev^ing 
approaches, and Phoebus, as he beautifolly ex- 
presses it, had ft bad farewell to every leaf and 
flower, » he still lingers at the window, and 
laying his head upon the cold stone, gives 
vent to a mingled flow of love and sorrow, 
until gradually lulled by the mute melancholy 
of the twilight hoUr, he lapses, « half sleeping, 
half swoon, » into a vision, which occupies 
the remainder of the poem, and in which is 
allegorically shadowed out the history of his 
passioQ. 

When he wakes from hisi trance^ he rises 
from his stony pillow, and, pacing his apart- 

8. 
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ment, full of dreary reflections, questions his 
spirit whither it has been wandering; whe- 
ther, indeed, all that has passed before his 
dreaming fancy has been conjured up by pre- 
ceding circumstances; or whether it is a vision, 
intended to comfort and assure him in his de- 
spondency. If the latter, he prays that some 
token may be sent to confirm the promise of 
happier days, given him in his slumbers. Sud- 
denly, a turtle dove, of the purest whiteness, 
comes flying in at the window and alights 
upon his hand, bearing in her bill a branch of 
red gilliflower, on the leaves of which is writ- 
ten, in letters of gold, the following sentence: 

Awake! awake ! I bring, loyer, I bring 

The newis glad that blissful is, and sure 

Of thy comfort; now laugh, and play, and siag, 
For in the heaven decretit is thy care. 

He receives the branch with mingled hope 
and dread ; reads it with rapture : and this, he 
says, was the first token of his succeeding 
happiness. Whether this is a mere poetic 
fiction, or whether the Lady Jane did actual- 
ly send him a token of her favour in this ro- 
mantic way, remains to be determined accord- 
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ing to the faith or fancy of the reader. He 
concludes his poem, by intimating that the 
promise conveyed in the vision and by the 
flower is fulfilled, by his being restored to 
liberty, and made happy in the possession of 
the sovereign of his heart. 

Such is the poetical account given by James 
of his love adventures in Windsor Ga$tle. 
How much of it is absolute fact, and how 
much the embellishment of fancy, it is fruit- 
less to conjecture: do not, however, let us 
always consider whatever is romantic as in- 
compatible with real life; but let us sometimes 
take a poet at his word. I have noticed 
merely such parts of the poem as were imme- 
diately connected with the tower, and have 
passed over a large part, which was in the al- 
legorical vein, so much cultivated at that day. 
The language, of course, is quaint and anti- 
quated, so that the beauty of many of its 
golden phrases will scarcely be perceived at 
the present day; but it is impossible not to be 
charmed with the genuine sentiment, the de- 
lightful artlessness and urbanity, which prevail 
throughout it. The descriptions of nature, 
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too, with which it is embellisfeed, are given 
with a truth, a discrimination, and a fresh- 
ness, worthy of the most cultivated periods of 

the art. 

As an amatory poem^ it is edifying inthe^e 
days of coarser thinking, to notice the nature, 
refinement, and- exquisite delicacy which' per- 
vade it ; banishing every gross thought Or 
immodest expression, and presenting ^female 
loveliness, clothed in all its chivalroris attri- 
butes of almost supernatural purity andrgrace. 

James jflourished nearly about the time of 
Chaucer an>d Gower, and was cfvidently ait ad- 
mirer and studier of their wrkings. Indeed, 
in one of his ^stanzas he acknowledges them as 
his ma&ters ; and, in some paots of his poem, 
we find traces of similarity Co their pixNinc- 
tioas, mopie especially to those of Chancer. 
There are always, however, general featured 
pf resemblance jn tt}^ works of contemporary 
9jatho|r6y which are not io much borrowed 
ff^m each other as from the times. Writers, 
Uk? bees, toll dbeir sweets in the wide world ; 
they incorp«>r£|itQ with their own conceptions 
the sinacdotes and thoughts which are (Current 
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in society ;. and thus each generation has some 
features in common, characteristic of the age 
inwhich it lived. 

James in fact belongs to one of the most 
brilliant eras of our literary history, and estab- 
lish^ the claims of his country to a partici* 
pation in its primitive honours. Whilst a 
small cluster of English writers are constantly 
cited as the fathers of our verse, the name of 
their ^eat Scottish compeer is apt to be pass- 
ed over in silence ; biit he is evidently worthy 
of being enrolled in that little constellation 
of remote ^biit never-failing luminaries, who 
shine in the highest firmament of literature, 
and who, like morning stars, sang together at 
the bright dawning of British poesy. 

%uch of my rea^ders as may not be familiar 
with Scottish history (though the manner in 
which it has of late been woven with capti- 
vating fiction, has made it a universal study) 
may be curious to learn soihething of the sub- 
sequent history of James, and the fortunes of 
his love. His passion for the Lady Jane, as it 
was the solace of his captivity, so it facilitated 
his release, it being itiiagined by the court that 
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a connection with the blood royal of England 
would attach him to its own interests. He 
was ultimately restored to his liberty and 
crown, having previously espoused the Lady 
Jane, who accompanied him to Scotland, and 
made him a most tender and devoted wife. 

He found his kingdom in great confusion, 
the feudal chieftains heaving taken advantage 
' of the troubles and irregularities of a long in- 
terregnum to strengthen themselves in their 
possessions, and place themselves above the 
power of the laws. James sought to found 
the basis of his power in the affections of his 
people. He attached the lower orders to him 
by the reformation of abuses, the temperate 
and equable administration of justice, the en- 
couragement of the arts of peace, and the 
promotion of every thing that could diffuse 
comfort, competency, and innocent enjoyment 
through the humblest ranks of society. He 
mingled occasionally among the common peo- 
ple in disguise; visited their firesides; entered 
into their cares, their pursuits^ and their amuse- 
ments; informed himself of the mechanical 
arts, and how they could best be patronized 
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and improTed; and \yas thus an all-pervading 
spirit, watching with a benevolent eye over 
the meanest of his subjects. Having in this 
generous manner made himself strong in the 
hearts of the common people, he turned him- 
self to curb the power of the factious nobility; 
to strip them of those dangerous immunities 
which they had usurped; to punish such as 
had been guilty of flagrant offences; and to 
bring the whole into proper obedience to the 
crown. For some time they bore this with 
outward submission, but with secret impa- 
tience and brooding resentment. A conspi- 
racy was at length formed against his life, at 
the head of which was his own uncle, Robert 
Stewart, Earl of Athol, who, being tooold him- 
self for the perpetration of the deed of blood, 
instigated his grandson Sir Robert Stewart, 
together with Sir Robert Grahamy and others 
of less note, to commit the deed. They broke 
into his bied-chamber at the Dominican Con- 
vent near Perth, where he was residing, and 
barbarously murdered him by oft repealed 
wounds. His faithful queen, rushing to throw 
her tender body between him and the sword» 
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was twice wounded in the ineffectaal attempt 
to shield him from the assassin; and it was 
not until she had been forcibly torn from his 
person, that the murder was accomplished'. 

tt was the recollection of this romantic tale 
of former times, and of the go}deh little poem 
which had its birth-place in diis tower, -that 
made me visit the ;old pile with more than 
common inter-est. The suit of armour hang- 
ing up in the hall, richly gilt and embellished 
as if to figure in the tournay, brought the 
image of the gallant and. romantic prince Vi- 
vidly before my imagination. I paced the 
deserted chambers where he had coiiiposed 
his poen^; I leaned upon the window, and en- 
deavoured to persuade myself it was the very 
one where he had been visited by jbis vision ; I 
looked out upon the spot wh^e he had first 
seen the Lady Jane^ it was the same geniskl 
and joyous month; the birds were again vying 
with each other in strains of liquid melody; 
every thing was bursting into vegetation, and 
budding forth the tender promise of the yean 
Time, which delights to obliterate the sterner 
memorials of human pride, seems to have 
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passed ligbtly over this little scene of poetry 
and love, and to have withheld his desolating 
hand. Several centuries have gone by, yet 
the garden still flourishes at the foot of the 
tower. It occupies what was once the moat 
of the keep; and though some parts have been 
separated by dividing walls, yet others have 
still their arbours and shaded walks, as in the 
days of James, and the whole is sheltered, 
blooming, and retired. There is a charm 
about a spot that has been printed by the 
footsteps of departed beauty, and consecrat- 
ed by the inspirations of the poet, which is 
heightened, rather than impaired, by the 
lapse of ages. It is, indeed, the gift of poetry 
to hallow every place in which it moves; to 
breathe round nature an odour more exquisite 
than the perfume of the rose, and to shed over 
it a tint more magical than the blush of morn- 
ing. 

Others may dwell on the illustrious deeds 
of James as a warrior and a legislator; but I 
have delighted to view him merely as the 
companion of his fellow men, the benefactor 
of the human heart, stooping from his high 
VOL. I. o 
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estate to so>^ the sweet flowers of poetry and 
song in the paths of common Kfe. He was 
the first to cakivate the vigorous and hardy 
plant of Scottish genius, which has since be- 
come so proHfic of the most wholesome and 
highly-favoured fruit. He carried with him 
into the sterner regions of the north all the 
fertilizing arts of southern refinement. He 
did evei-y thing in his power to win his coun- 
trymfen to the gay, the elegant, and gentle 
arts, which soften and refine the character of 
a people, and wreathe a grace round the lofti- 
ness of a proud and warlike spirit. He wrote 
many poems, which, unfortunately for the 
fulness of his faiue, are now lost to the world ; 
one, which is still preserved, called « Christ's 
Kirk of the Green, » shows how diligently he 
had made himself acquainted with the rustic 
sports and pastimes, which constitute such a 
source of kind and social feeling among the 
Scottish peasantry ; and with what simple and 
happy humour he could enter into their en- 
joyments. He contributed greatly to improve 
the national music; and traces of his tender 
sentiment, and elegant taste, are said to exist 
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in those witching airs, still piped among the 
wild mountains and lonely glens of Scotland. 
He has thus connected his image with what- 
ever is most gracious and endearing in the na- 
tional character ; he has embalmed his memo- 
ry in song, and floated his name to after-ages 
in the rich streams of Scottish melody. The 
recollection of these things was kindling at 
my heart, as I paced the silent scene of his 
imprisonment. I have visited Vaucluse with 
as much enthusiasm as a pilgrim would visit 
the shrine at Loretto; but I have never felt 
more poetical devotion than when contem- 
plating the old tower and the little garden at 
Windsor, and musing over the romantic loves 
of the Lady Jane and the Royal Poet of Scot* 
land. 
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What, o' the woolpack? or thq sug^r ches^? 
Or lists of velvet? which is't, pound, or yard, 
You vend your gentry by? 

Beggar's Bush. 



There ^re Fqw places more favourable to the 
study of character tha^ an English coimtry 
church. I was once passing a few weeks at 
the seatpf a friend, who resided in the vicinity 
of one, the appearance of which particularly 
struck my fancy. It was one of those rich 
i^orsels of quaint antiquity which give such a 
peculiar charm to English landscape. It stood 
in the midst of a country filled with ancient 
families, and contained, within its cold a^d 
silent aisles, the congregated dust of many 
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noble generations. The interior walls were 
encrusted with monuments of every age and 
style. The light streamed through windows 
dimmed with armorial hearings, richly emhla-' 
zoned in stained glass. In various parts of 
the church were tomhs of knights, and high- 
born dames, of gorgeous workmanship, with 
their effigies in coloured marble. On every 
side the eye was struck with some instance of 
aspiring mortality; some haughty memorial 
which human pride had erected over its kin- 
dred dust, in this temple Of the most humble 
of all religions. 

The congregation was composed of the 
neighbouring people of rank, who sat in pews, 
sumptuously lined and cushioned, furnished 
with richly-gilded prayer books, ai^d deco- 
rated- with their arms upon the pew doors; 
of the villagers and peasantry, who filled the 
back seats, and a small gallery beside the or- 
gan; and of the poor of the parish, who were 
ranged on benches in the aisles. 

The service was performed by a snuffling 
well-fed vicar, who had a snug dwelling near 
the church* He was a privileged guest at all 
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the tables of the neighbourhood, and had 
been the keenest fox-hunter in the country; 
until age and good living had disabled him 
from doing any thing more than ride to see 
the hounds throw off) and make one at the 
hunting dinner. 

Under the ministry of such a pastor, I found 
it impossible to get into the train of thought 
suitable to the time and place : so having, like 
many other feeble christians, compromised 
with my. conscience, by laying the sin of my 
own deliniquency at another person^s thresh- 
old, I occupied myself by making observa- 
tions on my neighbours. 

. I was as yet a stranger in England, and cu- 
rious to notice the manners of its fashionable 
classes. I found, as usual, that there was the 
least pretension where there was -the most 
acknowledged title to respect. I was parti- 
cularly struck, for . instance, with the family 
of a nobleman of high rank, consisting of seve- 
ral sons and daughters. Nothing could be 
more simple and unassuming than their ap- 
pearance. They generally came to church in 
the plainest equipage, and often on foot. The 
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young ladies would stop and converse in the 
kindest manner with the peasantry, caress the 
children, and listen to the stories of the hum-" 
ble cottagers. Their countenances were open 
and beautifully fair, with an expression of 
high refinement, but, at the same time, a frank 
cheerfulness, and an engaging af£Ed)ility. Their 
brpthers were tall, and elegantly formed. 
Tbey were dressed fashionably, but simply; 
with strict neatness and pi^opriety, but with-* 
out any mannerism or foppishness. Their 
whole demeanour was easy and natural^ with 
that lofty grace, and noble frankness, which 
bespeak free-born souls that have never been 
checked in their growth by feelings of inferio- 
rity. There is a healthful hardiness about 
neal dignity, that never dreads contact and 
eonununion with olhers, however humble, it 
is only spurious pride that is morbid and sen- 
sitive, and shrinks from every touch. I was 
pleased to see the manner in which they would 
converse with the peasantry about those rural 
concerns and field-sports, in which the gentle <- 
men of this country so much delight. In these 
conversations, there was neither haughtiness 
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on th^ one part^ nor senrility on the other; and 
you were only reminded of the difference of 
rank by the habitual respect of the peasant. 

In contrast to these, was the fafnily of a 
wealthy citizen^ who had amassed a vast foi> 
tuoe; and, bfivitig purchased the estate and 
mansion of a ruined nobleman in the neigh*- 
bourbood, was endeavouring^ to ass^ume all 
4lie stile and dignity of an hereditary lord of 
the soil. The family always came to church 
en prince. They were rolled majestically along 
in a carriage en)i>lazoned with arms. The 
crest glitfered in silver radiance from every 
part of the harness wher^ a crest could possi- 
bly be placed. A fat coachman in a three- 
cornered hai, richly laced, and a flaxen wig, 
curling close round his rosy face, was seated 
on the box, with a sleek Danish dog beside 
him. Two footmen, in gorgeous liveries, 
with huge bouquets, and gold-headed canes, 
lolled behind. The carriage rose and sunk 
on its long springs with peculiar stateliness of 
motion. The very horses champed their bits, 
arched their necks, and glanced their eyes 
more proudly than common horses; either 



i04 THE COUNTRY CHtJJiCH. 

because they had got a little of the family 
feelingj or were reined up more tightly than 
ordinary^ 

I could not but admire the style with which 
this splendid pageant was brought up to the 
gate of the churchyard. There was a vast 
effect produced at the turning of an angle of 
the wall ; — a great smacking of the whip ; 
straining and scrambling the of horses; glisten- 
ing of harness, and flashing of wheels througli 
gravel. This was the moment of trii)mph 
and vain glory to the coachman. The horses 
were urged and checked until they were 
fretted into a foam. They threw out their 
feet in a prancing trot, dashing about peb- 
bles at every step. The crowd of villagers 
sauntering quietly to church, opened precipi- 
tately to the ri^ht and left, gaping in vacant 
admiration. On reaching the gate, the horses 
were pulled up with a suddenness that pro- 
duced an immediate stop, and almost threw 
them on their haunches. 

There was an extraordinary huriy of the 
footman to alight, open the door, pulL down 
the steps^ and prepare every thing for the 
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descent on earth of this august family. The 
old citizen first emerged his round red face 
from out the door, looking about him with 
the pompous air of a man accustomed to rule 
on 'Change, and shake the Stock Market with 
a nod. His consort, a fine, fleshy, comfort* 
able dame, followed him. There seemed, I 
must confess, but little pride in her composi* 
tion. She was the picture of broad, honest, 
vulgar enjoyment. The world went well with 
her; and she hked the world. She had fine 
clothes, a fine house, a fine carriage, fine 
children, every thing was fine about her : it 
was nothing but driving* about, and visiting 
and feasting, Life was to her a perpetual 
revel; it was one long Lord Mayor's day. 

Two daughters succeeded to this goodly 
couple. ' They certainly were handsome; but 
had a supercilious air, that chilled admiration, 
and disposed the spectator to be critical. They 
were ultra-fashionables in dress ; and, though 
no one could deny the richness of their deco- 
rations, yet their appropriateness might be 
questioned amidst the simpUcity of a country 
<^hurch. They descended loftily from the 
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carriage, and moyed up the lib^ of peasaatry 
widi a step that seeiaed dainty of the soil 
k trod OB. They cast an excursive glanoe 
aroiftod, that passed coldly o¥er ithe hurly 
faces of the peasantry, uotil diey nuet the 
e^es of the oohleman's famuly, vrhen their 
eoUol^eBaiaGes immediately bd^teaed into 
smiles, aud they made the most profound and 
ei^gaut courtesies; which were returned m&. 
mamier that showed they were Jbut slight 
ac^paiotances. 

I must not fcMTget the two sobs of this ai^ir- 
ing citizeoa, who came to chureh in a dashing 
curdcle, withoutxiders. They were arrayed in 
the extren^ty of die mode, with all that pe- 
dantry of dr^s which maij^ thie man of qu«s* 
iicmahle pretensioits to style. They kept en- 
Urely by tlbemselYes, eyeing every one askaiK:e 
that caiase near them, as if measuring bis daims 
to respectability; yet they were without cumr 
Tiersation, except the exchange of an occa- 
sional cant phrase. They even anoved artifi- 
cially; for their bodies, in compliance with 
die caprice of the day, had beeaa disciplined 
into the absence of all ease and fneedom. Art 
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had done every thing to accoraplish them as 
inen of Fashion, but nature had denied them 
the nameless graee. They were vulgarly shap- 
ed, like men formed for the common purposes 
of life, and had that air of. supercilious as- 
sumption wUch is never seen in the true gen- 
tleman. 

I have be^i rather minute in drawing tfa-e 
pictures of these two families, because I consi- 
dered them specimens of what is often to be 
met with in this country — the unpreteiading 
great, and the arrogant little. I have no re^ 
spect for titled rank, unless it be accompanied 
with true nobility of soul; but I have remarked 
in ail countries where artificial distinctions 
exist, that die very highest classes are always 
the most courteous and unassuming. Those 
vAxo are well assured of their own standing, 
are least apt to trespass on that of others; 
whereas nothing is so offensive as the aspir- 
ings of vulgarity, which thinks to elevate it- 
self by humiUatiog its neighbour. 

As I have brought these families into con- 
trast, I must notice their behaviour in church. 
That of the nobleman's family was quiet^ se- 
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rioas and attentive. Not that they appeared 
to have any fervour of devotion, but rather a 
respect for sacred things, and sacred places, 
inseparable from good breeding. The others, 
on the contrary, w^ere in a perpetual flutter 
and v^rhisper; they betrayed a continual con- 
sciousness of finery, and a sorry ambition of 
being the wonders of a rural congregation. 

The old gentleman was the only one really 
attentive to the service. He took the whole 
bui'den of family devotion upon himself, 
standing bolt upright, and uttering the re- 
sponses with a loud voice that might be heard 
all over the church. It was evident that he 
was one of those thorough church and king 
men, who connect the idea of devotion and 
loyalty; who consider the Deity, somehow or 
other, of the government party, and religion 
« a very excellent sort of thing, that ought to 
be countenanced and kept iip.w 

When he joined so loudly in thie service, it 
seemed more by way of example to the lower 
orders, to show them, that, though so great 
and wealthy, he was not above being religious; 
as I have seen a turtle-fed Alderman swallow 
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publicly a basin of charity soup, smacking bis 
lips at every moutbful, and pronouncing it 
« excellent food for tbe poor. » 

When the service was at an end, I was 
curious to witness the several exits of my 
groups. The young noblemen and their sis- 
ters, as the day was fine, preferred strolling 
home across the fields, chatting with the coun- 
try people as they went. The others departed 
as they came, in grand parade. Again were 
the equipages wheeled up to the gate. There 
was again the smacking of whips, the clatter- 
ing of hoofs, and the glittering of harness. 
The horses started off almost at a bound ; the 
villagers again hurried to right and left; the 
wheels threw up a cloud of dust; and the 
aspiring family was rapt out of sight in a 
whirlwind. 
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kittle olde age, within ¥4ioie silver hairte« 
Hanour and i-everence evermore have raign'd. 

Marrlowe's Tamburlainb. 



During my resiiieiice ia tLe canntry^ I used 
Irequexidy to attead at the old village cbfurch. 
Xts sHadowy aislea, i43s iiioul4erijQg moaumei^tg^ 
its dark oaken pannelling, all reveread with 
the igloom of departed years, seemed to lit it 
for the haont of solemn meditatioB. A Sunday^ 
ioQj m the country, is so holy in ks repose;; 
-such a pensivJe ^quiet reigns ^ver the face of 
flQatinre, that every restless passion is charmed 
ndown, :and we feel all the natiiral religion Qf 
tfae soul ^eniirf :springtilig up within us. 
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« Sweet day, so pure, so calm, so bright, 
The bridal of the earth and sky.» 

I cannot lay claim to the merit of being a de- 
vout man ; but there are feelings that visit me 
in a country church, amid the beautiful sere- 
nity of nature, which I experience nowhere 
else ; and if not a more religious, I think I am 
a better man on Sunday, than on any other 
day of the seven. 

But in this church I felt myself continually 
thrown back upon the world by the frigidity 
and pomp of the poor worms around me. The 
only being that seemed thoroughly to feel the 
humble and prostrate piety of a true Christian 
was a poor decrepit old woman, bending un- 
der the weight of years and infirmities. She 
bore the traces of something better than ab- 
ject poverty. The lingerings of decent pride 
were visible in her appearance. Her dress, 
though humble in the extreme, was scrupu- 
lously clean. Some trivial respect, too, had 
been awarded her, for she did not take her 
seat among the village poor, but sat al6ne on 
the steps of the altar. She seemed to have 
survived all love, all friendship, all society; 
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and to have nolhing left her but the hopes of 
heaven. When I saw her feebly rising and 
bending her aged form in prayer; habitually 
conning. her prayer-book, which her palsied 
hand and failing eyes would not permit her to 
read, but which she evidently knew by heart; 
I felt persuaded that the faltering voice of that 
poor woman arose to heaven far before the re- 
sponses of the clerk, the swell of the organ, or 
the chanting of the choir. . 

I am fond of loitering about country 
churches, and this was so delightfully situat- 
ed, that it frequently attracted me. It stood 
on a knoll, round which a small stream made 
a beautiful bend, and then wound its way 
through a long reach of soft meadow scenery. 
The church was surrounded by yew-trees 
which seemed almost coeval with itself. Its 
tall gothic spire shot up lightly from among 
them, with rooks and crows generally wheel- 
ing about it. I was seated there one still 
sunny morning, watching two labourers who 
were digging a grave. They had chosen one 
of the most remote and neglected corners of 
the churchyard; where, from the number of 
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«ifimd€^ gravas anound, it 'would appear that 
Lbe ifMjig^nl: aad friendless wene huddled iar 
(to th» earths I was told that th« new joiadfi 
grave was for the only son of a poor widow. 
Wbile I was meditating oo the disttinctioDs of 
wprldly rank, which cKtend thus down iato 
the very diust^ the toU of tb^ bell aQOionnce<l 
ihe approach of the funeml. They were the 
obaequftes of poverty, wijth which pridfi had 
nothing to do, A coffin of jtbe plainesi; mar 
f;«rials, witb^oiut pall or other cov^ering, ivas 
hornie by mw^e of the viUagemirs. The se^toa 
walked bef'Q^e with .an air lof cold ipdiffereuee. 
There were no mock xiwHimears in ;the trap-!- 
pings of affected woe; bqjt there was <»swe r<eal 
^owa^r who feebly tottered ^fter the icprpse. 
It was the aged another (of the deceased — the 
poor old woman whom I had siee» seated out 
ihe steps ,of thp ;altar. She ^was ^upfM>j?ted by 
4 hmmble friend, wh^ W9& endeaviouriag to 
•comfort her. A Jfew of the neighbouring poor 
had pinted ^e Arain^ and some jchildren of the 
viHage wjere running hand in hand, now shout- 
ling witih Aintihinkifiig mirth, and now pausing 
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to gaze, ^ith childish curiosity, on the grief 
of the mourner. 

As the funeral train approached the grave, 
the parson issued from the church porch, ar- 
rayed in the surplice, with prayer-book in 
hand, and attended by the clerk. The ser- 
vice, however, was a mere act of charity. The 
deceased had been destitute, and the survivor 
was pennyless. It was shuffled through, there- 
fore, in form, but coldly and unfeelingly. The 
well-fed priest moved but a few steps from 
the church door; his voice could scarcely be 
heard at the grave; and never did I hear the 
funeral service, that sublime and touching 
ceremony, turned into such a frigid mummery 
of words. 

I approached the grave, 'the coffin was 
placed on the ground. On it were inscribed 
the name and age of the deceased — « George 
Somers, aged 26 years. » The poor mother 
had been assisted to kneel down at the head 
of it. Her withered hands were clasped, as 
if in prayer, but I could perceive by a feeble 
rocking of the body, and a convulsive motion 
VOL. I. 10 



21 8 THE WIDOW 

of the lips, that she was gating on the last:r^ 
lies of her son, with the yearnings of a mother^s 
heart. ^.^ . ' ji:.- ;•..■ ' -- '"- 

Preparations were made to deposit the cof- 
fin in the earth. There was that bustling stir 
which breaks so harshly on the fbelings: of 
grief and affection; directiofis given in th^ 
cold tones of business : the striking of ^paddg 
into sand and gravel; which, at the grate of 
those we love, is, of all sounds^ tbe mofefWi*^ 
thering. The bustle aroutid-seemed to wakeif 
the mother from a Avfetched n^v^rie. • She 
raised her glazed 6yes, and looked about with 
a faint wildness. As thie men approached 'with' 
cords to lower the coffih into the grave, she 
wrung her hands and broke into an agony di 
grief. The poor woman who attended her 
took her by the arm, endeavouring to raise 
her from the earth, and to Whisper sdinething 
Kke consolation — « Nay, now — nay, now — 
don't take it so sorely to heart. » She cotild 
only shake her head and wring her hands, as 
one not to be comforted. 

As they lowered the body into the earth, 
the creaking of tlie cords seemed to agonize 
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her; but N^hen, on some Siceicbetital obstruc- 
tion, there was a justhng of the coffin, all the 
tenderness of the mother burst forth;' as if 
any harm could come to- him who was far 
beyond the reach of -worldly -suffering. 

I could see nd more — my heart swelled into 
my throat— -my eyes filled with tears — I felt 
as if I were actiitg a barbarous part in standing 
by and gazing idly on this scene of maternal 
anguish. I wandered to another part of the 
churchyard, where I remained until the fune- 
ral train had dispersed. 

When I saw the ihothier slowly atad paifi* 
fully quitting the grave, leaving behind her 
the remains of all that was dear to her on 
earth, and i^etuming to silence and destitu* 
lion, my heart ached for her. What, thought 
I, are the distresses of the rich! they have 
firiends to soothe — pleasures to beguile — a 
world to divert and dissipate their griefs. 
What are the sorrows of the young! Their 
growing minds soon close above the Wound 
— their elastic spirits soon rise beneath the 
pressure — their green and ductile affections 
soon twine round new objects. But the sor* 
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rows of the poor, who have na outward ap- 
pliances to soothe — the sorrows of the aged, 
with whom Ufe at best is but a wintry day, 
and who can look for no after-growth of joy 
— the sorrows of a widow, aged, solitary, des- 
titute, mourning over an only son, the last 
sx)lace of her years ; these are indeed sorrows 
which make us feel the impotency of conso- 
lation. 

It was some time before I left the church- 
yard. On my way homeward I met with the 
woman who had acted as comforter : she was 
just returning from accompanying the mother 
to her lonely habitation, and I drew from her 
some particulars connected with the affecting 
scene I had witnessed. 

The parents of the deceased had resided 
in the Village from childhood. They had in- 
habited one of the neatest cottages, and by 
various rural occupations, and the assistance 
of a small garden, had supported themselves 
creditably and comfortably, and led a happy 
and a blameless life. They had one son, who 
had grown up to be the staff and pride of 
their age. — a Oh, sir!» said the good woman, 
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K he was such a comely lad, so sweet-tempered, 
so kind to every one around him, so dutiful to 
his parents ! It did one's heart good to see him 
of a Sunday, dressed out in his best, so tall, so 
straight, so cheery, supporting his old mother 
to church — for she was always fonder of lean- 
ing on George's arm, than on her goodman's ; 
and, poor soul, she might well be proud of 
him, for a finer lad there was not in the coun- 
try round. » 

Unfortunately, the son was tempted, during 
a year of scarcity and agricultural hardship, 
to enter into the service of one of the small 
craft that plied on a neighbouring river. He 
had not been long in this employ when he 
was entrapped by a pressrgang, and carried 
off to sea. His parents received tidings of 
his seizure, but beyond that they could learn 
nothing. It was the loss of their main prop. 
The father, who was already infirm, grew 
heartless and melancholy, and sunk into his 
grave. The widow, left lonely in her age 
and feebleness, could no longer support her- 
self, and came upon the parish. Still there 
was a kind feeling toward her throughout the 
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Tillage, and a certain respect as being one of 
the oldest inbabitants. As no one applied for 
the cottage, in which she bad passed so many 
happy days, sbe was permitted to remain in 
it, where she lived solitary and almost help- 
less* The. few ^nts of nature were chiefly 
supplied from >the scanty productions of her 
little garden, .w^ieb the neighbours would 
Qow and then cultivate for her. It wias but a 
few days before the time at which these cir- 
cuiip^taiices were lold me,. that she was gather- 
ing some vegetables for her repast, when she 
heard the cottage door which faced the gar- 
den suddenly .opened. A stranger came out, 
and seemed to be looking eagerly and wildly 
around. He was dressed in teamen's clothes, 
was emaciated and ghastly pale, and bore the 
air of one broken by sickness and hardships. 
He saw. her, and hastened toward her, but his 
steps were faint and falteving; he sank on his 
knees before her, aiid sobbed like a child. 
The poor woman, gazed upon him. with a va- 
cant and wandering eye'-^w Oh my dear, dear 
mother I • don t yon know your son? your poor 
boy George?». It was indeed the wreck of her 
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once noble lad; who^ shattered by wounds, 
by sickness .and^ Coseign inlprisonment, bad, 
^t lengtb, dragged his wasted limbs home- 
.wardy to. repose among t&e scenes of his 
pfaildhood. 

I will not attempt to^detail the particulars of 
Siiich ik meeting, where joy and sovrmv were- so 
completely blended : sciil he waiS aliye! he was 
come hom^ I he might > yet live to c^omfoii: and 
€:herish her old age! ,Nati«:e, however^ was 
exhansied ioi^liiiijt; -abd if any thing -had' ^been 
wanting to finish the work of fate, the deso- 
lation of hist native cottage would have been 
sufficient. He sti^etched himself on the pallet 
on which his widowed mother had passed 
tnatky a sleepless night^li and he never :>rose 
from it ajvain. 

The villagers, when they heard that George 
Somers hdd returned, crowded tot see bini, of- 
fering e^ry cdmfbrt aiid Assistance ttat their 
humjbie means iafforded. H0 wSs too wfeak, 
however, to talk —'he c^oilild dnly^ Ipok ■ his 
thatiks. His mother was his constant attend- 
ant ;^nd he seemed unwilling to be helped by 
any Other hand. 
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There is something iu sickness that breaks 
down the pride of manhood ; that softens the 
hearty and brings it back to the feelings of 
infancy. Who that has languished, even in 
advanced life, in sickness and despondency; 
who that has pined on a weary bed in the 
neglect and loneliness of a foreign land; but 
has thought on the mother « that looked on 
his childhood, » that smoothed his pillow, and 
administered to his helplessness? Oh! there is 
an enduring tenderness in the love of a mo- 
ther to a son that transcends all other affec- 
tions of the heart. It is neither to be chilled 
by selfishness, nor daunted by danger, nor 
weakened by worthlessness, nor stifled by 
ingratitude. She will sacrifice every comfort 
to his convenience ; she will surrender every 
pleasure to his enjoyment; she will glory in 
his fame, and exult in his prosperity: — and, 
if misfortune overtake him, he will be the 
dearer to her from misfortune ; and if disgrace 
settle upon his name, she will still love and 
cherish him in spite of his disgrace ; and if all 
the world beside cast him off, she will be all 
the world to him. 
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Poor George Somers had known what it was 
to be in sickness, and none to soothe — ^lonely 
and in prison, and none to visit him. He could 
not endure his mother from his sight; if she 
moved away, his eye would follow her. She 
would sit for hours by his bed, watching him 
as he slept. Sometimes he would start from 
a feverish dream, and look anxiously up until 
he saw her bending over him; when he would 
take hep hand, lay it on his bosom, and fall 
asleep with the tranquillity of a child. In this 
way he died. 

My first impulse on hearing this humble tale 
of aiffliction, was to visit the cottage of the 
moiumer, and administer pecuniary assistance, 
and, if possible, comfort. I found, however, 
on inquiry, that the good feelings of the vil- 
lagers had prompted them to do every thing 
that the case admitted : and as the poor know 
best how to console each other's sorrows, I 
did not venture to intrude. 

The next Sunday I was at the village church ; 
when, to my surprise, I saw the poor old wo- 
man tottering down the aisle to her accustom- 
ed seat on the steps of the altar. 



226 THE WIDOW 

She had made an effort to put on something 
like mourning for her .son; ajad nothing could 
be more touching than this struggle between 
pibus affection and utter povert^^ : a black ri* 
band or so — ai. faded black handkerchief, and 
one or two more such humble attempts to ex- 
press by outward signs that grief which passes 
show. When I looked round upon the storied 
monuments; the stateLyr hatchments; the cold 
ttidrble pomp> with, which granxileur mourned 
lAagnificeritly over depairtedipride^ and turn- 
ed to this poor widow, bowed down by age 
and sorrow at the altar of her -God, and offer- 
ing up the prayers and praises of a pious, 
though a broken heart, If€dt;.that this living 
monument of real gri«f was worth them all. 

I related her stoiy to some ofi the wealthy 
members of the congregation, and they were 
moved by it. They exerted themselves to 
tender her situation more comfortable, and to 
lighten her afflictions. It. was, however, but 
smoothing a few steps to the grave. In the 
course of a Sunday or two after^she was miss- 
ed from her usual seat at church, and before 
I left the neighbourhood, I heard, with a 
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feeling of satisfaction, that she had quietly 
breathed her last, and had gone to rejoin 
those she loved, in that world where sorrow 
is never known> and firiends are never parted. 
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« A tavern is the rendezvous,. the eiEchaqg^, t}i0 staple pi 
good fellows. I have heard my great grandfather.t^ll, ho.w,hift 
great great grandfather should say, that it was an old proverb 
when his great grandfather was a £hild, that ' It was a good 
wind that blew a man to the wine.* * - < • ' Motbih BoWiiE! 



It is a piou6 custom, in some Catholic coun- 
tries, to honour the memory of Saints by votive 
lights burnt before their pictures. The popu- 
larity of a saint, therefore, may be known by 
Ae number of these offerings. One, perhaps, 
is left to moulder in the darkness of his little 
chapel; another may have a solitary lamp to 
throw its blinking rays athwart his effigy; 
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while the whole blaze of adoration is lavished 
at the shrine of some beatified father of re- 
nown. The wealthy devotee brings his huge 
luminary of wax ; the eager zealot his seven 
branched candlestick, and even the mendicant 
pilgrim is by no means satisfied that sufficient 
light is thrown upon the deceased, unless he 
hangs up his little lamp of smoking oil. The 
consequence is, that in the eagerness to en- 
lighten, they are often apt to obscure; and I 
have occasionally seen an unlucky saint almost 
smoked out of countenance by the officious- 
ness of his followers. 

In like manner has it fared with the immor- 
tal Shakspeare. Every writer considers it his 
bounden duty to light up some portion of his 
character or works, and to rescue some merit 
from oblivion. The commentator, opulent in 
words, produces vast tomes of dissertations; 
the common herd of editors send up mists of 
i>bscurity from their notes at the bottom of 
each page ; and every casual scribbler brings 
his farthing rushlight of eulogy or research, to 
swell the cloud of incense and of smoke. 
. .As I honour all established usages of my 
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brethren of the quill, I thought it but proper 
to contribute my mite of homage to the me- 
mory of the illustrious bard. I was for some 
time, however, sorely puzdcd in what way 
I should discharge this duty. I found myself 
anticipated in every attempt at a new reading; 
every doubtful line had be^n explained a 
dozen different ways, and perplexfed beyond 
the reach of. elucidation; and as to fine pas- 
sages, they had all been amply praised by pre- 
vious admirers ; nay, so completely had the 
bard, of late, been overlarded with panegyric 
by a great German critic, that it was difficult 
now to find even a fanlt that had not been ar- 
gued into a beauty.' 

In this perplexity, I Was one morning turn- 
ing over his pages, when I casually opened 
upon the comic scenes of Henry IV. ahd wasj 
in' a moment, completely lost in the madcap 
revelry of the Boar's Head Tavern: So vividly 
and naturally are these scenes of humour de- 
picted,, and with such force and Consistency 
are the characters sustained, that they become 
mingled up in the mind vnth the facts aind per- 
sonages of real life. • To few readers does it 

lo. 
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occur, that these are all ideal creations of a 
poet's brain, and that, in sober truth, no such 
knot of merry roysters ever enlivened the dull 
neighbourhood of Eastcheap. . 

For my part, I love to give myself up to the 
illusions of poetry. A hero of fiction that ne- 
ver existed, is just as valuable to me as a hero 
of history that existed a thousand years since : 
and, if I may be excused such an insensibility 
to the common ties of human nature, I would 
not give up fat Jack for half the great men of 
ancient chronicle. What have the heroes of 
yore done for me, or men like me ? They 
have conquered countries pf which I do not 
enjoy an acre; or they have gained laurels of 
which I do not inherit a leaf; or they have 
furnished examples of hairbrained prowess, 
which I have neither the opportunity nor the 
inclination to follow. But,, old Jack Falstaff ! 
— ^kind Jack Falstaff! — sweet Jack Falstaff! — 
has enlarged the boundaries of human enjoy- 
ment; he has added vast regions of wit and 
good humour, in which the poorest manniay 
revel ; and has bequeathed a never-failing in- 
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heritance of jolly laughter, to make mankind 
merrier and better to the latest posterity. 

A thought suddenly struck me : « I will 
make a pilgrimage to £astcheap,» said I, clos- 
ing the book, a and see if the old Boards Head 
Tavern still exists/ Who knows but 1 may 
light upon some legendary traces of Dame 
Quickly and her guests; at any rate, there will be 
a kindred pleasure, in treading the halls once 
vocal with their mirth, to that the toper en- 
joys in smelling to the empty cask once filled 
with generous wine. » 

The resolution was no sooner formed than 
put in execution. I forbear to treat of the 
various adventures and wonders I encoun- 
tered in my travels; of the haunted regions of 
Gock-lane; of the faded glories of Little Bri- 
tain, and the parts adjacent ; what perils I ran 
in Cateaton-street and Old Jewry ; of the re- 
nowned Guildhall and its two stunted giants, 
the pride and wonder of the city, and the 
terror of all unlucky urchins ; and how I vi- 
sited London Stone, and struck my staff upon 
it, in imitation of that arch rebel. Jack Cade. 
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Let it suffice to say, that I at length arrived 
in merry Eastcheap, that ancient region of wit 
and -wassail, where the vel*y natnes of the 
streets relished of good cheer, as Pudding- 
lane bears testimony even at the present day. 
For J^astcheap, says old Stow, «was always 
famous for its convivial doings. The cookes 
cried hot ribbes of beef roasted, pies well 
baked, and other victuals : there was -blattering 
of pewter pots, harpe, pipe and aawtrie.9 
Alas ! how sadly is the scene changed since the 
roaring days of Falstaff and old.Stt)wl. The 
madcap roysterhas given place to the plod- 
ding tradesman ; the clattering of pots and the 
sound of « harpe and sawtrie,>> to the din of 
carts and the accursed dinging of the dust^ 
man V bell; and no song is heard, save, haply, 
the strain of some syren from Billingsgate^ 
chanting the eulogy of deceased mad^erel. 

I sought, in vain, for the ancient abode of 
Dame Quickly. The only relique of it is a 
boatr's head, carved in relief in: stone, which 
formerly served as the sign; but, at present, is 
built into the parting line of two houses^ 
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which stand on the site of the renowned old 
old tavern. 

For the history of this little of good fellow- 
ship, I was referred to a tallow-chandler's 
widow, opposite, who had been borp and 
brought up on the spot, and was looked up to 
as the indisputable chronicler of the neigh- 
bourhood. I found her seated in a little back 
parlour, the window of which looked^ out 
upon, a yard about eight feet square, laid out 
as a flower-garden; while a glass door oppo- 
site afforded a distant peep of the street, 
through a vista of soap and tallow candles : 
the two views, which comprised, in all pro- 
bability, her prospects in life, and the;; little 
world in which she had lived, and ^loved, 
and had her beiujg^ for the better part of a 
century. 

To be versed in the history of Eastcheap, 
great and little*, from London Stone even unto 
the Monument, was, doubtless, in her opinion, 
to be acquainted with the history of the uni- 
verse* Yet, with all this, she possessed the 
simplicity of true wisdom, and that liberal 
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communicative disposition, which I have ge- 
nerally remarked in intelligent old ladies, 
knowing in the concerns of their neighbour- 
hood. 

Her information, however, did not extend 
far back into antiquity. She could throw no 
light upon the history of the Boards Head, 
from the time that Dame Quickly espoused 
the valiant Pistol, until the great fire of Lon- 
don, when it Was unfortunately burnt down. 
It was soon rebuilt, and continued to flourish 
under the old name and sign, until a dying 
landlord, struck with remorse for double 
scores, bad measures, and other iniquities, 
which are incident to the sinful race of publi- 
cans, endeavoured to make his peace with 
heaven, by bequeathing the tavern to St Mi- 
chael's Church, Crooked Lane, toward the 
supporting of a chaplain. For^ome time the 
vestry meetings were regularly held there; 
but it was observed thai the old Boar never 
held up his head under church government. 
He gradually declined, and finally gave his 
last gasp about thirty years since. The tavern 
was then turned into shops ; but she informed 
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me, that a picture of it was still preserved in 
St MichaeFs Church, which stood just in the 
rear. To get a sight of this picture was now 
my determination; so, having informed my- 
self of the abode of the sexton, I took my 
leave of the venerable chronicler of East- 
cheap, my visit having doubtless raised great- 
ly her opinion of her legendary lore, and fur- 
nished an important incident in the history of 
her life. 

It cost me some difficulty, and mnch cu- 
rious inquiry, to ferret out the humble hanger- 
on to the church; I had to explore Crooked 
Lane, and divers little alleys, and elbows, and 
dark passages, with which this old city is per- 
forated, like an ancient cheese, or a worm- 
eaten chest of drawers. At length I traced 
him to a corner of a small court, surrounded 
by lofty houses, where the inhabitants enjoy 
about as much of the face of heaven, as a 
community of frogs at the bottom of a well. 
The sexton was a meek, acquiescing little 
man, of a bowing, lowly habit : yet he had a 
pleasant twinkling in his eye, and, if encou- 
raged, would now and then hazard a small 
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pleasantry; sach as a jin^B of his low estate 
might venture to make in the comptoyof high 
churchwardens, and other mighty men of the 
earth. I found him in co](;npany with the de- 
puty organist, seated apart,, like. Milton's an- 
gels; discoursing, no doubt, on high doctrinal 
points, and settling the affairs of. the church 
over a friendly pot of ale ^^ for the lower 
classes of English seldom deliberate on any 
weighty matter without the assistance of a 
cool tankard to clear their understandings. I 
arrived at the moment when they had finished 
their ale and their argumient^ and were about 
to repair t6 the church td put it in* order; so, 
having made known my wishes, I received 
their gracious permission to accompany thei^. 

ft 

The church of JSt Michaers, Crooked Lane, 
standing a short distance from Billingsgate, is 
enriched with the tombs of many fishmon- 
gers of renown; and as. every prafession has 
its galaxy of glory,, and its constellation of 
great men, I presume the monument of a 
mighty fishmonger of the olden time is re- 
garded with as much reverence. by succeeding 
generations of the craft, as poets feel on con- 
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templating the tomb of Virgil, or soldiers 
the monument of a Marlborough or Turenne. 
I cannot but turn aside, while thus speaking 
of illustrious men, to observe that St Mi- 
chaeFs, Crooked Lane, contains also the ashes 
of that doughty champion, William Walworth, 
Knight, who so manfully clove down the 
sturdy wight, Wat Tyler, in Smithfield; a 
hero worthy of honourable blazon, as almost 
the only Lord Mayor on record famous for 
deeds of arms : — the sovereigns of Cockney 
being generally renowned as tlie most pficijBc 
of all potentates.(<i) 

(a) Tlie following was the ancient inscription on the monu- 
ment of this worthy; which, unhappily, w^s destroyed in the 
great conflagration. 

Hereunder ly th a man of Fajne, 
WiJliam Walworth callyd by name; 
Fishmonger he was in lyfftime here, 
And twise Lord Maior, as in books appere; 
Who, with courage stout and manly royght, 
slew Jack Straw in Kyng Richard's sight. 
For which act done, and trew entent, 
The Kyng made him knyght incontinent; 
And gave him armes, as here you see, 
To declare his fact and chivaldrie. 

VOL. I. ^ * 
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Adjoinrng tK« church, in a small cemetery, 
immediately luicier the back windows of what 
was" en^^ the Boar's Head, stands the tomb- 
stone of Robert Preston, wl)iik)me drawer at 
the taTern. It is now nearly a century since 
this trijisty Arawer of g^od liquor closed his 
hustling career, and was thus quietly deposited 
within call of his customers. As I was clear- 
ing away the weeds from his epitaph, the 
little sexton drew me on one side with a mys- 
terious air, and. informed me in a low voice, 
t?hat'once i^onr a time, on a dark wintry night, 
when the wind was unruly, howling, and 
whistling, banging abput doors and windows, 

He left this lyff the yere oFour God 
Thirteen hondred fourscore and three odd. 

An error in the foregoing inscription- has been corrected by 
the venerable Stow. « Whereas, » saith he, « it hath been far 
spread abroad by vulgar opinion, that the rebel smitten down 
so manfully by Sir William Walworth, the then worthy Lord 
Maior, was named Jack Straw, and not Wat Tyler, I thought 
good to reconcile this rash conceived doubt by such testimony 
as I find in ancient and good records. The principal leaders, 
pr captains, of the commons, were Wat Tyler, as the first man; 
the second was John, or Jack, Straw, etc. etc.» 

Stow'sLonpon- 
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and tuviiiing weathercocks, so that the liyitig 
were frightened out of their beds, and even 
the dead could not sleep quietly in their 
graves, the ghost of honest Preston, which 
happened to be airing itself in the church-^ 
jwrdf was attracted by the well-known call of 
f( waiter» from liie Boar's Head, and made itd 
sudden appeanmce in the midst of a roaring 
i^lub, just as the paiish clerk was singing a 
stave from the ftmirre garland of Captain 
Death ;» to the discomfiture of stindry train- 
band captains, and the conversion of an in- 
fidel attorney, who became a zealous Christian 
on the spot^ and was never known to twist 
the truth afterwards, except in the way of 
business. 

I. beg it may be remembered^ that I do not 
pledge myself for the authenticity of this 
anecdote ; though it is well known that the 
churchyards and bye-comers of this old me^ 
tropolis are very much infested with perturb- 
ed spirits ; and every one must have heard of 
the Cock Lane ghost, and the apparition 
that guards the regalia in the Tower, wtich 



; 
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has frightened so many bold sentinels almost 
out of their wits. 

Be all this as it may, this Robert Preston 
seems to have been a worthy successor .to the 
nimble-tongued Francis, who attended upon 
the revels of Prince Hal ; to have been equally 
prompt with his « anon, anon, sir;» aiid to 
have transcended his predecessor in honesty; 
for Falstaff, the veracity of whose taste no 
man will venture to impeach, flatly accuses 
Francis of putting lime in his sack ; whereas, 
honest Preston's epitaph lauds him for the 
sobriety of his conduct, the soundness of his 
wine, and the fairbess of his measure, (a) The 
worthy dignitaries of the church, hovl^ver, 



(a) As this inscription is rife with excellent morality, I tran- 
scribe it for the admonition of delinquent tapsters. It is, no 
iloubt, the production of some choice spirit, who ooce fre- 
qucnted the Boar's Head. 

Bacchus, to give the toping world surprise, 
Produced one sober son, and here he lies. 
Though rear'd among full hogsheads, he defyed 
The charms of wine, and every one beside. 
O reader, if to justice thou'rt inclined, 
^^eep honest Preston daily in thy mind. 
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did not appear much captivated by the sober 
virtues of the tapster; the deputy organist, 
who had a moist look out of the eye, made 
some shrewd remark on the abstemiousness of 
a man brought up among full hogsheads ; and 
the little sexton corroborated his opinion by a 
significant wink, and a dubious shake of the 
head. 

Thus far my researches, thou^ they threw 
much light on the history of tapsters, fishmon*- 
gers, and Lord Mayors, yet disappointed me 
in the great object of my quest, the picture of 
the Boar's Head Tavern. No such painting 
was to be found in the church of St Michael. 
« Marry and amen !» said I, a here endeth my 
research !v So I was giving the matter up, 
with the air of a baffled antiquary, when my 
friend the sexton, perceiving me to be curious 
in every thing relative to the old tavern, offer- 
ed to show me the choice vessels of the vestry, 
which had been handed down from remote 

He drew good wine, took care to fill his pots, 
Had sundry virtues that excused his faults. 
Tou that on Bacchus have the like dependance, 
Pray copy ^b in measure and attendance. 
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times, when the parish meetings were held at 
the Boar's Head. These were deposited in 
the parish club room^ which had been trans- 
ferred, on the decline of the an<^ent establish- 
meiit, to a tavern in the neighbourhood. 

A few steps brought us to the hxrase, which 
stands No. 112, Mile Lane, bearing the title of 
The Mason's Arms, and is kept by Master Ed- 
ward HoneyMI, the « bully-rock» of the estab- 
lishment. It is one of those little taverns 
which abou&d in the heart of the dty, and 
form the centre of gossip and intelligence of 
the neighbourhood. We entered the bar- 
room, which was narrow and darkling; for 
in these close lanes but few rays of reflected 
light are enabled to struggle down to the in- 
habitants, whose broad day is at best but a 
tolerable twilight. The room was partitioned 
into boxes, each containing a table spread 
with a clean white cloth, ready for dinner. 
This showed that the guests were of the good 
old stamp, and divided their day equally, for 
it was but just one o'clock. At the lower end 
of the room was a clear coal fire, before which 
a breast of lamb was roasting. A row of 
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bright bras^ candlesticks and petvtier imigs 
listened aloDg the mantle-^ iiace, aiod -aa 6kl- 
fashioned <Jock'^icked in one corner^ There 
was somethiog primitive in this i^e^ley of 
kitchen, parlour, sokd hall, that .carried me 
back to earlier tinier, and pleased me. Tbe 
place^ indeed, was J^umble, but every thing 
had that look of order a|id n^tuess, whiqh 
bespeaks the superintendance of a notable 
EngKsh housewife. A group of amphibious 
looking beings, who might be either fisher* 
men or sailors, were regaling themselves in 
one of the boxes. As I w^ a visitor of rather 
higher pretensions, I wlis ushered into a Utile 
misshapen back room, having at ieast nine 
corners. It was lighted by a sky-light, fur- 
nished with antiquated leathern chairs, and 
ornamented with the portrait of a fat pig. It 
was evidently appropriated to {)articular cus* 
tomers, and I found a shabby gentleman^ in a 
red nose and oil-cloth hat, seated in one cor- 
ner, meditating on a half-empty pot of porter. 
The old sexton had taken the landlady 
aside, and with an air of profound importance 
imparted to her my errand. Dame Honeyball 
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was a likely, plump, bustling, litde vf&mani 
and no bad substitute for that paragon of 
hostesses, Dame Quickly. She seemed de- 
lighted with an opportunity to oblige; and 
hurrying up stairs to the archives of her house, 
where the precious vessels of the parish club 
were deposited, she returtied, smiling and 
courtesying, with them in her hands. 

The first she presented me was a japanned 
iron tobacco-box, of gigantic size, out of which, 
I was told, the vestry had smoked at their 
stated meetings, since time immemorial ; and 
which was never suffered to be profaned by 
vulgar hands, or used on common occasions. 
I received it with becoming reverence; but 
what was m:y delight, at beholding on its 
cover the identical painting of which I was in 
quest! There was displayed the outside of 
the Boar's Head Tavern, and before the door 
was to be seen the whole convivial group, at 
table, in full revel ; pictured with that won- 
derful fidelity and force, with which the por- 
traits of renowned generals and commodores 
are illustrated on tobacco-boxes, for the benefit 
of posterity. Lest, however, there should be 
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any mistake, the cunning limner had warily 
inscribed the names of Prince Hal and Fal- 
staff on ihe bottoms of their chairs. 
, On the inside of the cover was an inscrip- 
tion, nearly obliterated, recording that this 
box was the gift of Sir Richard Gore, for the 
use of the vestry meetings at the Boar's Head 
Tavern, and that it was « repaired and beau- 
fied by his successor, Mr John Packard, 1 767. » 
Such is a faithful description of this august and 
venerable relique ; and I question whether the 
learned Scriblerius contemplated his Roman 
shield, or the Knights of the Round Table the 
long-sought san-greal, with more exultation. 

While I was meditating on it with enraptur- 
ed .gaze. Dame Honeyball, who was highly 
gratified by the interest it excited, put in my 
hands a drinking cup or goblet, which also 
belonged to the vestry, and was descended 
from the old Boar's Head. It bore the inscrip- 
tion of having been the gift of Francis Wy- 
thers. Knight, and was held, she told me, in 
exceeding great value, being considered very 
« antyke. » This last opinion was strengthened 
by the shabby gentleman in the red nose and 



aSo THE B04R's H&AD 

oil-cloth hat, and whom I strongly sct^ectl^d 
of being a lineal desceadaw from the vdiMt 
Bardolph. He suddenly aroused from his me- 
ditation on the pot of pointer, and casting a 
knomng look at the goblet, igxclaimed, « Ay, 
ay ! the head don^t ache -now that Hiade thsit 
theiie article !» 

The great importance attached to thi^ me- 
mento of ancient revdry by modern churchward- 
dens, at first pnidedme^ btit ri)«r« istiOthiftg 
sharpens the apprehension so »mch as atiti* 
^pasian peaeardi; for I immediately perceived 
that Us cotdd be no other than the idemical 
« parcel-gik goblet» on ^^icfa Fals^cff nxade 
hasioying, bitt failrhless^o^l^ Dame Quickly; 
and which would, of course, be tr^sured up 
with caore among the regalia of her domains, 
as a testimony of that solemn contract, (a) 

Mine hostess, indeed, gave, me a loug his-^ 

(a) Thou didst swear to me upon a parcel-gilt goblet, sitting 
in my Dolphin chamber, at the round table, by a seal-coal 
fire, on Wecbesday, in Whitsun^week, when the prince broke 
thy head for likening his father to a singing man of Windsor; 
thou didst swear to me then, as I was washing thy wound, to 
marry me, and make me my lady, thy wife. Canst thou deny 
it?— ifen)yjr. Part^. 
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tory how th^ goblet had been handed down 
from generatioa to geneFation. She also ea- 
tertamed me with many psorticulars- concern- 
ing the worthy vestrymen who hdve seated 
themselveB thus quietly on the stools of the 
ancient royster^ of Eastcheap, and, like so 
many commentators, utter clouds of smoke 
in honour of Shakspeare. These I forbear to 
relate, lest my readers should not be as curious 
in these matters as myself. Suffice it to say, 
the neighbours, one and all, £iboat Eastcheap, 
believe that Falstaff and his merry crew ac- 
tually lived and revelled there. Sfay, there 
are several legendary anecdotes concenaing 
him still extant among the oldest frequenters 
of the Mason's Arms, which they give as trans- 
mitted down from their forefathers; and Mr 
M^Kasb, an Irish hair-dresser, whose shop 
stands on the site of the old Boar's H«ad^ has 
several dry jokes of Fat Jack's, not laid down 
in the books, with which he makes his cus* 
tomers ready to die of laughter. 

I now turned to my friend the sexton to 
make some further inquiries, but I found him 
sunk in pensive meditation. His head had 
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declined a little on one side; a deep sigh 
heaved from the very bottom of his stomach ; 
and, though I could not see a tear trembling 
in his eye, yet a moisture was evidently steal- 
ing from a corner of his mouth. I followed 
the direction of his eye through the door 
which stood open, and found it fixed wistfully 
on the savoury breast of lamb, roasting in 
dripping richness before thfe fire. 

I now called to mind, that in the eagerness 
of my recondite investigation, I was keeping 
the poor man from his dinner. My bowels 
yearned with sympathy, and putting in his 
hand a small token of my gratitude and good- 
will, I departed, with a hearty benediction on 
him, Dan^e Honeyball, and the Parish Club of 
Crooked Lane; — not forgetting my shabby, 
but sententious friend, in the oil-cloth hat 
and copper nose. 

Thus have I given a « tedious brief* ac- 
count of this interesting research, for which, 
if it prove too short and unsatisfactory, I can 
only plead my inexperience in this branch of 
literature, so deservedly popular at the pre- 
sent day. I am aware that a more skilful 
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illustrator of the immortal bard would have 
swelled the materials I have touched upon, to 
a good merchantable bulk; comprising the 
biographies of William Walworth, Jack Straw, 
and Robert Preston ; some notice of the emi- 
tient fishmongers of St Michael's ; the history 
of Eastcheap, great and little; private anec- 
dotes of Dame Honeyball and her pretty 
daughter, whom I have not even mentioned; 
to say nothing of a damsel tending the breast 
of lamb, (and whom, by the way, I remarked 
to be a comely lass, with a neat foot and ankle ;) 
— the whole enlivened by the riots of Wat 
Tyler, and illuminated by the great fire of 
London. 

All this I leave as a rich mine, to be worked 
by future commentators ; nor do I despair of 
seeing the tobacco-box, and the a parcel-gilt 
goblet,* which I have thus brought to light, 
the subjects of future engravings, and almost 
as fruitful of voluminous dissertations and dis- 
putes as the shield of Achilles, or the far- 
femed Portland vase. 
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A COLLOQUY IN WESTMINSTER ABBEY. 



I know that all beneath the moon decays, 
And what by mortals m this world is broaght, 
hi time's greAt periods fchail renifcn to nooght. 

I know that aU the muse's heavenly laye^, 
.With toil 0^ sprite which are so dearly bought. 
As idle sounds, of few or none are sought, 

That thei^ is nothing lighter than mere praise. 

DftmiMONll OP U^l^tHORlftfEll. 



Ther^ are icettain half-clreftliiin|[ moods of 
Aimd, in wfaidi We naturally steal away from 
noise and glare, and seek feontie quiet haunt^ 
where we mey indulge our reveries and build 
our tiil' oasdes undisturbed. Ih such a m)ood 
I was Jbitmng abo«it the old gray cloisters of 
We^tmmster Abbey, enjoying that luxury of 
wandeHrittg tho^ht which on^ is tipt to dignify 

1 1. 
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with the name of reflection ; when suddenly 
an irruption of madcap boys from Westmins- 
ter School, playing at fool-ball,* broke in upon 
the monastic stillness of the place, making the 
vaulted passages and mouldering tombs echo 
with their merriment. I sought to take re- 
fuge from their noise by penetrating still 
deeper into the solitudes of the pile, and ap- 
plied to one of the vergers for admission to 
the library. He conducted me through a por- 
tal rich with the crumbling sculpture of former 
ages, which opened upon a gloomy passage 
leading to the Chapter-house and the chamber 
in which Doomsday Book is deposited. Just 
within the passage is a small door on the left. 
To this the verger applied a key; it was double 
locked, and opened with some difficulty, as if 
seldom used. We now ascended a dark nar- 
* row staircase, and passing through a second 
door, entered the library. 

I found myself in a lofty antique hall, the 
roof supported by missive joists of old Eng- 
lish oak. It was soberly lighted by a row of 
gothic windows at a considerable height from 
the floor, and which apparently opened upon 
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the roofs of the cloisters. An ancient picture 
of some reverend dignitary of the church in 
his robes hung over the fire-place. Around the 
hall and in a small gallery were the books, ar- 
ranged in carved oaken cases. They consisted 
principally of old polemical writers, and were 
much more worn by time than use. In the 
centre of the library was a solitary table with 
two or three books on it, an inkstand without 
ink, and a few pens parched by long disuse. 
Th% place seemed fitted for quiet study and 
profound meditation. It was buried deep 
among the massive walls of the abbey, and 
shut up from the tumult of the world. I could 
only hear now and then the shouts of the 
school-boys faintly swelling from the cloister^, 
and the sbund of a bell tolling for prayers, 
that echoed soberly along the roofs of the ab* 
bey. By degrees the shouts of merriment grew 
fainter and fainter, and at length died away. 
The bell ceased to toll, and a profound si- 
lence reigned through the dusky hall. 

I had taken down a little thick quarto, cu- 
riously bound in parchment, with brass clasps, 
and seated myself at the table in a venerable 
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elbow-chair. Instead of reading, however, I 
was beguiled by the solemn monastic air, and 
lifeless quiet of the place, into a train of mas- 
ing. As I looked around upon the old vo- 
lumes in their mouldering covers, thus ranged 
on the shelves, and apparently never disturb- 
ed in their repose, I could not but consider 
the library a kind of literary catacomb, where 
authors, like mummies, are piously enftombed, 
and left to blacken and moulder in dusty 
oblivion. • 

How much, thought I, has each of tbese*vo- 
lumes, now thrust aside with such indiffe^- 
rence, cost some aching head ! how many 
weary days ! how many sleepless nights ! How 
have their authors bmried themselves in die 
solitude of cells and cloisters ; shut themselves 
up firom the face of man, and the scifl more 
blessed face of nature; and devoted themselves 
to painful research and intense reflection ! 
And all for what? to occtipy an inch of dusty 
shelf — to have the title of their works read 
now and then in k future age, by some drowsy 
churchman or casual straggler like myself; 
and in another age to be lost^ even to remem* 
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brance. Such is the amount of this boasted 
immortality. A mere temporary rumour^ a 
local sound; like the tone of that bell wbick 
has just tolled among the$e towersv^I^Big the 
ear for a. momfent— lingering transiently in 
ei^^and then passing ww^j like a thiiig that 
was not ! 

While I sat half murmuring, half meditating 
these unprofitable speculations, with my head 
resting on my hand, I was thrumming with 
the other hand upon the quarto, until I acci^ 
dentally loosened the clasps ; when, to tny 
utter astonishment, the little book gave two 
or three yawns, like one awaking from a deep 
sleep ; then a husky hem ; and at l^agth began 
to talk. At first its voice was very hoarse and 
broken, being muda troubled by a cobweb 
whkb some studiiyus spider had woven across 
it; and having probably contracted a cold from 
loQ^ exposure to the chills and damps of the 
abbey. In a short tune, however, it became 
more distinct, and I soon^found it an esceed*- 
ingly Buent conversable hctle tome. Its Ian- 
gutige,. to be sure, was rather quaint and obso^ 
lete, and its pronunciation, what, in the pfe^ 
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sp^ak, you would long ere tbie have been no 
more. To judge from your physiognomy, yon 
are now well stricken in years : very fe w-of your 
oontemporaries can be at present in ertistebce; 
and those few owe their longevity to being 
immttred like yourself in old libraries; which, 
differ me to add, instead of l&eniug to barems, 
y<m might more properiy and gratefoUy iiate 
comj^ared to those infirmaries attached to re- 
ligious establishments, for the benefit of the 
old and decrepit, and where, by quiet foster- 
ing and n6 employment, they often endure to 
an amazingly good^op-nc^ibitrg old ag«. You 
talk Off your contemporaries as if in ciroidatioa 
— where dd we meet widi their ^drks? what 
do we hear of Robert Oroteste of Lincoln ? 
No one couM have toiled harder than he £dr 
immortality. He is Said to have written nearly 
two hundred volumes. He built, as it were, 
a pyramid of *books to perpetuate has name : 
but, alas! the pyramid has long since faUen; 
and only a few fingments are scattered in ta»- 
rious libraries, where they are scarcely dis- 
turbed even by the antiquarian. What do we 
hear of Giraldus Gambrensis, the historiBn, 
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antiquary, philosopher, theologian, and poet? 
He declined two bishoprics that he might shut 
himself up and write for posterity; but poste- 
rity neyer inquires after his labours. What of 
Henry of Huntingdon, who,^ besides a learned 
history of England, wrote a treatise on the 
contempt of the world, which the world has 
revenged by forgetting him ? What is quoted 
of Joseph of Exeter, styled the miracle of his 
age in classical composition? Of his three 
great heroic poems one is lost for ever, except- 
ing a mere fragment; the others are known 
only to a few of the curious in literature; and 
as to his loTe yerses and epigrams, they have 
entirely disappeared. What is in current use 
of John Wallis, the Franciscan, who acquired 
the name of the tree of life ? Of WilliaAi 
of Malmsbury ;— of Simeon of Durham ;— of 
Benedict of Peterborough ; — of John Hanvill 

of St Albans; — of» 

a Prithee, friend, » cried the quarto, m a 
testy tone, « how old do you think me? You 
are talking of authors that lived long before 
my time, and wrote either in Latin or French, 

VOL. I. 12 
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60 thait they in a manner expatriated tfaem* 
selves, and deserved to be forgotten; (a) hut I, 
Sir, was ushered into the world from the press 
of the renowned Wynkyn de Worde. i vvas 
written in my own native tonj^e at a time 
when the language had become fised; and 
indeed I was considered a model of pure and 
elegant English. » 

(I should observe that, these remairks were 
coudied in such intolerably antiquated terms, 
that I hare had infinite difficulty in rending 
them into modem phraseology.) 

a I cry your mercy, u said I, t for mistaking 
your age; but it matters little; almost all the 
writers of your time have likewise passed into 
f orgetfiilness ; and De Worde's publications 
are mere literary rarities among book-collec- 
tors. The purity and stalnlity of language, 
too, on which you, found your claims to per- 

(a) Iq Latin and French hath many soueraine wittes had 
great d«lyte to endite^ aad have many noble thaiig«& fulfilde, 
but certes there ben some that «pfaken their poisye in Fi«Qchy 
of which speche the Frenchmen have as good a fantasye as 
we have io hearying of Frenchmen's Englishe. — Chaucer's Tes- 
iamerU nf Love. 
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petuicy, have been the fallacious dep^ndance 
of authol's of every age, even back to the 
times of the worthy Robert of Gloucester, 
who wrote his history in rhymes of mongrel 
Saxon, (a) Even now many talk of Spenser's 
^well of pure English undefiled,' as if the 
language ever sprang from a well or fountain 
head, and was not rather a mere confluence of 
various tongues, perpetually subject to changes 
and intermixtures. It is this which has made 
En^ish literature so extremely mutable, and 
the reputation built upon it so fleeting. Unless 
thought can be committed to something more 
permanent and unchangeable than such a 
mediuni, even thought must share the fate 
of every thing else$ and fall into decay. This 

(a) 0pUD«}|ed» iQ hi« C^vooide* obscnrss, « afterwards, also, 
by ^ili^eot trayell of Geffry Chancer aqd of John Qowre^ in 
the time of Richard the Second, and after them of John Sco- 
0an and John Lydgate, monke of Berrie, our said toong was 
brought to an excellent passe, notwithstanding that it never 
caio^ vnto the type of perfection until .the tine of Queen Eli- 
zabeth, wherein John Jewell, Bishop of Sarum, John Fox, and 
sundrie learned and excellent writers, have fully accomplished 
the ornature of the same, to their great praise and immortal 
eommeDdation. » 
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should serve as a check upon the vanity and 
exultation of the most popular writer. He 
finds the language in which he has embarked 
his fame gradually altering, and subject to the 
dilapidations of time and the caprice of feshion . 
He looks back and beholds the early authors 
of his country, once the favourites of their 
day, supplanted by modem writers. A few 
short ages have covered them with obscurity, 
and their merits can only be relished by the 
quaint taste of the bookworm. And such, he 
anticipates, will be the fate of his own work, 
which, however it may be admired in its day, 
^nd held up as a model of purity, will in the 
course of years grow antiquated and obsolete ; 
until it shall become almost as uninteUigible 
in its native land as an Egyptian obelisk, or 
one of those Runic inscriptions said to exist in 
the deserts of Tartary. I declare, » added I, 
with some emotion, « when I contemplate a 
modem hbrary, filled with new works in all 
the bravery of rich gilding and binding, I feel 
disposed to sit down and weep ; like the good 
Xerxes when he surveyed his army, pranked 
out in all the splendour of military array, and 
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reflected that in one hundred years not one of 
them would be in existence ! » 

«Ah,» said the little quarto with a heavy 
sigh^ <c I see how it is ; these modern scribblers 
haye superseded all the good old authors. I 
suppose nothing is read now-a-days but Sir 
Philip Sydney's Arcadia, Sackville's stately 
plays, and Mirror for Magistrates, or the fine 
spun euphuisms of the ^unparalleled John 
Lyly.\ 

« There you are again mistaken, » said I; 
« the writers whom you suppose in vogue, 
because they happened to be so when you were 
last in circulation, have long since had their 
day. Sir Philip SyHnpy^c XmaAia^ the immor- 
tality of which was so fondly predicted by his 
admirers, (a) and which, in truth, is full of noble 

(a) Live ever sweete booke ; the simple image of his gentle 
witt, and the golden pillar of his noble courage; and ever 
notify unto the world that thy writer was the secretary of elo- 
quence, the breath of the muses, the honey bee of the dain- 
tyest flowers of witt and arte, the pith of morale and intellec- 
tual virtues, the arme of Bellona in the field, the tonge of 
Suada in the chamber, the sprite of Practise in esse, and the 
paragon of excellency in print. 

Harvey Pierces Supererogation. 
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thoughts, delicate images, and graceful turns 
of language, is now scarcely ever mentioned. 
Sackville has strutted into obscurity; and even 
Lyly, though his writings were once the de- 
light of a court, and apparently perpetuated 
by a proverb, is now scarcely kiiown even by 
name. A whole crowd of authors who wrote 
and wrangled at the time, have likewise gone 
down, with all their writings aiid their con- 
troversies. Wave after wave of succeeding 
literature has rolled over them, until they are 
buried so deep, that it is only now and then 
that some industrious diver after fragments of 
antiquity brings up a specimen for the gratifi' 

cation of the curious. » 

ft For my part,» I continued, a I consider 
this mutabihty of language a wise precaution 
of Providence for the benefit of the world at 
large, and of authors in particular. To reason 
from analogy; we daily behold the varied and 
beautiful tribes of vegetables springing up, 
flourishing, adorning the fields for a short 
time, and then fading into dust, to make way 
for their successors. Were not this the case, 
the fecundity of nature would be a grievance 
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instead of a blessing. The earth would groan 
widft rank' and exicessiTe vegetation, and its 
sur&ce boconie a tangled wilderness* In like 
BHUiner the works of genius and learning de- 
dme, and make way for subsequent produc- 
tions. Langoage gmdiially varies, and with it 
fiide away the writings of authors who have 
flourished dieir allotted time; otherwise, the 
creadve powers of genius would overstock the 
world',' and the mind would be completely be- 
wildered in the endless mazes of literature. 
Formerly there were some restraints on this 
excessive multiplication. Works had to be 
transcribed by hand^ which was a slow and 
laborious operation ; they were written either 
on parchment, which was expensive, so that 
one work was often erased to make way for 
another; or on papyrus, which was fragile 
and extremely perishable. Authoi^hip was a 
limited and unprofitable craft, pursued chiefly 
by monks in the leisure and solitude of their 
cloisters. The accumulation of manuscripts 
was slow and cosdy, and confined almost en- 
tirely to monasteries. To these circumstances 
it ikiay, in some measure, be owing that we 
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have not been inundated by tbe inteUect of 
antiquity; tbat tbe fountains of tbougbt bave 
not been broken up, and modem genius 
drowned in the deluge. But the inventions 
of paper and the press have put an end 
to all these restraints. They have made every 
one a writer, and enabled every mind to 
pour itself into print, and diffuse itself over 
the whole intellectual world. The conse- 
quences* are alarming* The stream of lite- 
rature has swoln into a tcwrrent — augmented 
into a river — expanded into a sea. A few 
centuries since, five or six hundred manu- 
scripts constituted a great library; but what 
would you say to libraries such as actually 
exist, containing three or four hundred thou- 
sand volumes; legions of authors at the same 
time busy; and the press going on with fear- 
fully increasing activity, to double and qua- 
druple the number? Unless some unforeseen 
mortality should break out among the progeny 
of the muse, now that she has become so pro- 
lific, I tremble for posterity. I fear the mere* 
fluctuation of language will not be sufficient. 
Criticism may do much. It increases with the 
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increase of literature, and resembles one of 
those salutary checks on population spoken of 
by economists. All possible encouragement, 
therefore, should be given to the growth of 
critics, good or bad. But I fear all will be in 
vain ; let criticism do what it may, writers will 
write, printers will print, and the world will 
inevitably be overstocked with good books. 
It will soon be the employment of a lifetime 
merely to learn their names. Many a man of 
passable information, at the present day, reads 
scarcely any thing but Reviews; and before 
long a man of erudition we be little better 
than a mere walking catalogue. » 

« My very good Sir,» said the little quartOi 
yawning most drearily in my face, « excuse 
my interrupting you, but I perceive you are 
rather given to prose. I would ask the fate 
of an author who was making some noise 
just as I left the world. His reputation, how- 
ever, was considered quite temporary. The 
learned shook their heads at him, for he was a 
poor half-educated varlet, that knew little of 
Latin, and nothing of Greek, and had been 
obliged to run the country for deer-stealing. 
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I think his mame was Shakspeare. I presmne 
he aoon sunk into obliTioiii» 

« On the contrary, » said I, « it is owing to 
that very nuun' that the litemture of his period 
has experienced a duration beyond the ordi** 
nary term of. En^ish literature. There rise 
authors now and then, who seem^pnoof against 
the mutability of language, because they have 
ix>9ibed themselves in the unchanging prin* 
ctples of human natuize. They are like gi** 
f^nUc trees that we sometimes see on the 
banks of a stream; which by their vast and 
deep rootSy penetrating through the mere sur- 
face, and laying hold on the very foundations 
of the eaith) preserve the soil around them 
from being swept away by the ever^flowing 
current, and hold up many a nei^^ouring 
plant, and, perhaps, worthless weed, to per. 
petuity. Such is the case with Shakspeare, 
whom we behcdd defying the enci^oachments 
of time, retaining in modem use the language 
and literature of his day, and giving duration 
to many an indiffereilt author, merely from 
having flourished in his vidnity. But eVett 
he, I grieve to say, isr gradually assuming the 
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tint of age, and his whole form is overrun by 
a profusion of commentacors^ who, Uke dam- 
beriag vines and creepers, almost bury the 
noble plant that upholds them. » 

Here the little quarto began to heave his 
sides and chuckle, until at length he broke 
out in a plethoric fit of laughter that had well 
nigh, choked him, by reason of his excessive 
corpulency. « Mighty well !» cried he, as soon 
as he could recover breath, a mighty well ! and 
so you would persuade me that the literature 
of an age is to be perpetuated by a vagabond 
deer-stealer ! by a man without learning ; by a 
poet, forsooth — a poet !» And here he wheez- 
ed forth another fit of laughter. 

I confess that I felt somewhat nettled at this 
rudeness, which however I pardoned on ac«> 

. count of his having flourished in a less polish^ 
ed age. I determiiled, nevertheless^ not to 

- give up my point. 

« Yes,» resumed I, positively, «a poet; for 
of all writers he has the best chance for im* 
mortality. Others may write from the head, 
but he writes from the heart, and the heart 
wiU always understand him. He is the 
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faithful pourCrayer of nature, whose features 
are always the same, and always interesting. 
Prose writers are voluminous and unwiel- 
dy; their pages are crowded with common- 
places, and their thoughts expanded into 
tediousness. But with the true poet every 
thing is terse, touching, or brilliant. He 
gives the choicest thoughts in the choicest 
language. He illustrates them by every thing 
that he sees most striking in nature and art. 
He enriches them by pictures of human life, 
such as it is passing before him. His writings, 
therefore, contain the spirit, the aroma, if I 
may use the phrase, of the age in which he 
lives. They are caskets which endo&e within, 
a smaU compass the wealth of the language- 
its family jewels, which are thus transmitted 
in a portable form to posterity. The setting 
may occasionally be antiquated, and require 
now and then to be renewed, as in the case 
of Chaucer; but the brilliancy and intrinsic 
value of the gems continue unaltered. Cast 
a look back over the long reach of literary 
history. What vast valleys of dulness, filled 
with monkish. legends and academical con- 
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troversies ! What bogs of theological specu- 
lations ! what dreary wastes of metaphysics 1 
Here and there only do we behold the heayen- 
illumined bards, elevated like beacons on their 
widely-separated heights, to transmit the pure 
light of poetical intelligence from age to 
age.» (a) 

I was just about to launch forth into enlo- 
giums upon the poets of the day, when the 
sudden opening of the door caused me to 
turn my head. It was the verger, who came 
to inform me that it was time to close the li-^ 
brary. I sought to have a parting word with 



(a) Thorow earth and waters deepe. 

The pen by skill doth passe : 
And featiy nyps the worides abuse. 

And shoes us in a giasse, 
The vertu and the vice 

Of every wight alyve; 
The honey comb that bee doth make 

Is not so sweet in hyve, 
As are the golden leves 

That drops from poets head ! 
which doth surmount our common talke 

As farre as dross doth lead. 

Churchyard. 
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the quarto, but the worthy little tome wag 
silent ; the cla$ps were closed ; and it looked 
perfectly unconscious of all that had passed. 
I have been to the library two or three times 
since, and have endeavoured to draw it into 
further conversation, but in vain; and whether 
all this rambling colloquy actually took place, 
or whether it was another of those odd day- 
dreams to which I am subject, I have never to 
this moment been able to discover. 
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Here*s a few flowers! but about midnight more : 
The herbs that have on them cold dew o' the night 

Arestrewings fitt'st for graves 

Ton were as flowers now withered ; even so 
These herb'iets shall, which we upon you strow. 

Ctmbeume 



Among the beautiful and simple-hearted cus- 
toms of rural life which still linger in some 
parts of England, are those of strewing flowers 
before the fonerals and planting them at the 
graves of departed friends. These, it is said, 
are the remains of some of the rites of the 
primitive church ; but they are of still higher 
antiquity, having been observed among the 
Greeks and Romans, and frequently men- 
tioned by their writers, and were, no doubt, 
the spontaneous tributes of unlettered affec-* 
tion, originating long before art had tasked 

12. 
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itself to modulate sorrow into song, or story 
it on the monument. They are now only to 
be met with in the most distant and retired 
places of the kingdom, where fashion and 
innovation hare not been able to throng in, 
and trample out all the curious and interest- 
ing traces of the olden time. 

In Glamorganshire, we are );old, the bed 
whereon the corpse lies is covered with flow- 
ers, a custom alluded to in one of the wild 
and plaintive ditties of Ophelia : 

White his shroud as the mountain snow, 1 

Larded all with sweet flowers ; | 

Which be-wept to the grave did go. 
With true love showeR. 

There is also a most delicate and beautiful 
rite observed in some of the remote villages 
of the south, at the funeral of a female who 
has died young and unmarried. A chaplet of 
white flowers is borne before the corpse by a 
young girl nearest in age, size, and resem- 
blance, and is aiPterwards hung up in the 
church over the accustomed seat of the de- 
ceased. These chaplets are sometimes made 
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of wliite paper, in imitation of flowers, and 
inside of them is generally a pair of white 
gloves. They are intended as emblems of 
the purity of the deceased, and the crown of 
glory which she has received in heaven. 

In some parts of the country, also, the dead 
are carried to the grave with the singing of 
psalms and hymns : a kind of triumph, « to 
show,» says Bourne, « that they have finished 
their course with joy, and are become con- 
querors. » This, I am informed, is observed 
in some of the northern counties, particularly 
in Northumberland, and it has a pleasing, 
though melancholy effect, to hear, of a still 
eveniiag, in some lonely country scene, the 
mournful melody of a funeral dirge swelling 
from a distance, and to see the train slowly 
moving along the landscape. 

Thus, thas, and thus, we compass roun4 
Thy harmlesse and auhaunted ground, 
And as we sing thy dirge, we ^iU 

The DafFodiU, 
And other flowers lay upon 
The altar of our love, thy stout. -^Herrick. 

There is also a solemn respect paid by the 
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trayeller to the passing fuDenil in thesia se- 
questered places ; for snch &pectacles^ oceor^ 
ring among the quiet abodes of nature, sfink 
deep into the soul. As the mourning train 
approaches, he pauses^ uncovered^ to let it go 
by; he then follows silently in the rear; some- 
times quite to the grave, at other tinves for a 
few hundred yards, and having paid this tri- 
bute of resp^t to the deceased, turns and re^ 
Slimes his journey. 

The rich vein of melancholy which runs 
through the Engtisb character, and giv^ it 
some of its most touching and ennobling 
graces, is finely evidenced in these pathetic 
customs, and in the solicitude shown by the 
common people for an honoured and a peaces 
fol grave. The humblest peasant, whatever 
may be his lowly lot while living, is anxious 
that some little respect may be paid to his re- 
mains. Sir Thomas Overbury, describing the 
« faire and happy milkmaid, » observes^ « thus 
lives she, and all her care is, that she may die 
in the spring time, to have store of flowers 
stucke upon her winding sheet. » The poets, 
u^Oj who always breathe die feding of a na- 
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tion, continually advert to this fond sOHcitudd 
about the grave. In «The Maid-s Tragedy, »' 
by Beaumont and Fletcher, there is a beauti-* 
ful instance of the kind, describing th^ capri-^ 
cious melancholy of a bn>k«n*hearted girl : 

when she sees ,a bank 
Stuck full of flowers, she, with a sigh, will tell 
Her servants, what a pretty place it were 
To bury lovers in ; and make her maids 
Pluck 'em, and strew her over like a corsK. 

The cnstom of decorating graves was once 
universally prevalent: osier's were carefully 
bent over them to keep the turf uninjured, 
and about them were planted evergreens atid 
flowers* «We adorn their graves, » say^ 
Evelyn, in his Sylva, « with flowers sAd redo^ 
lent plants, just emblems of the Ufe of man, 
which has been compared in H<dy Scriptures 
to those fading beauties, whos^ roots being 
buvied in dishoBOin*, rise again in glory.^ This 
usage has now beebme octremely rare in Eng- 
land ; but it may dtill be met with in the diurch- 
yards of retired villages, among the Welch 
mountain^; and I re^bllect an instatice of it at 
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the small town of Ruthen, which lies at the 
head of the beautiful vale of Clewyd. I have 
been told also by a friend, who was present 
at the funeral of a young girl in Glamorgan- 
shire, that the female attendants had their 
aprons full of flowers, which, as soon as the 
body was interred, they stuck about the grave. 

He noticed several graves which had been 
decorated in the same manner. As the flowers 
had been merely stuck in the ground, and not 
planted, they had soon withered, and might be 
seen in various states of decay; some drooping, 
others quite perished. They were afterwards 
to be supplanted by holly, rosemary, and 
other evergreens ; which on some graves had 
grown to great luxuriance, and overshadowed 
the tombstones. 

There was formerly a melancholy fanciful- 
ness in the arrangement of these rustic offer- 
ings, that had something in it truly poetical. 
The rose was sometimes blended with the 
lily, to form a general emblem of frail morta- 
lity. (cThis sweet flower, » said Evelyn, « borne 
on a branch set with thorns, and accompanied 
with the lily, are natural hieroglyphics of our 
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fugitive, umbratile, anxious, and transitory 
life, which, making so fair a show for a time, 
is not yet without its thorns and crosses. » 
The nature and colour of the flowers, and of 
the ribands with which they were tied, had 
often a particular reference to the qualities or 
story of the deceased,, or were expressive of 
the feelings of the mourner. In an old poem, 
entitled « Cory don's Dolefhl Knell,» a lover 
specifies the decorations he intends to use : 

A garland shall be framed 

By Art and Nature's skill, 
of sundry-coloured flowers, 

In token of good- will. 

And sundry-coloured ribands 

On it I will bestow ; 
But chiefly blacke and yellowe 

With her to grave shall go. 

I'll deck her tomb with flowers, 

The rarest ever seen ; 
And with my tears as showers, 

I'll keep them fresh and green. 

The white rose, we are told, was planted 
at the grave of a virgin; her chaplet was tied 
with white ribands, in token of her spotless 
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innocence; though sometimes black ribands 
were intermingled, to bespeak the grief of the 
survivors. The red rose Mras occasionally used 
in remembrance of such as had been remark- 
able for benevolence; but roses in general 
were appropriated to the graVes of lovers. 
Evelyn tells us that the cnstom wad not alto- 
gether es^inct in his time, near his dwelling 
in the county of Surry, « where the maidens 
yearly planted and decked the graves of their 
defunct sweethearts with rose-bushes. » And 
Camden likewise remarks, in his Britannia : 
M Here is also a certain custom, observed time 
out of mind, of planting rose-trees upon the 
graves, especially by the young men and maids 
who have lost their loves ; so that this church- 
yard is now full of them.» 

When the decieased had been unhappy in 
their loves, emblems of a more gloomy cha- 
racter were used, such as the yew and cy- 
press; and if flowers were strewn they were 
of the most melancholy colours. Thus, in 
poems by Thomas Stanley, Esq* (published in 
1 65 1,) is tlie following stanaa: 
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Tet streur 
Upon my dismall grave 
Such offerings aa you have, 

Forsaken cypresse and sad yewe ; 
For kinder flowers can take no birth 
Or growth. from such unhappy earth* 

In .« The Maid's Tragedy, »> a pathetic little 
air is introduced, illustrative of this mode of 
decorating the funerals of females who had 
been disappointed in love : 

Lay a garland on my hearse 

of the dismall yew. 
Maidens willow branches wear, 
. Say I died true. 

My love was false, but I was firm, 
From my hour of birth. 
Upon my buried body lie 
Lightly, gentle earth. 

The natural effect of sorrow over the dead 
is to refine and elevate the mind; and we 
have a proof of it in the purity of sentiment 
and the unaffected elegance of thought which 
pervaded the whole of these funeral observ- 
ances. Thus, it was an especial precaution, 
VOL. I, i3 
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that none but sw^t-scented evergreens and 
flowers should be employed. The intention 
seems to have been to soften the bofrors of 
the tomb, to beguile the mioid from brooding 
over the disgraces of |>erisbfng m^rt^Uty, and 
to associate the memory of the deceased with 
the most delicate and beautiful objects in na- 
ture. There is a dismal pr6cess going on in 
the grave, ere dust can return to its Wndred 
dust, which the imagination shrinks from con- 
templating; and we seek still to think of the 
form we have loved, with those refined asso- 
ciations which it' awakened when blooming 
before us in youth and beauty. « Lay her 
i' the eavth^n saysi Laertes «f his virgin sister, 

And from liie fair and unpotfiiCed flesh 
May violets spring I 

Herrick, also, in his « Dirge of jfcfplltha,» 
pours f 6rth a fragrant flow of poetical thotrght 
and image, which in a manner efmbieilms tfre 
dead in the recollections of the fiVmg. 

Sftfep^iti (ttf p^ace, thyberf>of sj^tcQ, 
And make this place all Paradise : 
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May sweets grow here ! and smoke from hence 

Fat frankincense. 
Let bfthne and cassia send their scent 
From out thy maiden monnment. 

• «««•« 

May all shie maids at wonted hours 

Come forth tosfrew thy tombe with flowers ! 

May virgios, when they come to mourn, 

Male incense bum 
Upon thine altar i then return 
And feave thee sleeping in ihine dm. 

I might crowd my pages with extracts from 
the older British poets, who wrote when these 
rites were more prevalent, and delighted fire* 
quently to allude to them; hut I have already 
quoted more than is necessary. I cannot how- 
ever refrain from giving a passage from Shak«> 
speare, even though it should appear trite; 
which illustrates the emhlematical meaning 
often conveyed in these floral tribntes; and 
at the same time possesses that magic of lan- 
guage and appositeness of imagery for which 
he stands pre-eminent. ^ 

With fairest flowers, 
Whilst summer lasts, and 1 live here, Fidele, 
I'n sweeten thy sad grave ; thou shalt not lack 
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The flower that's like thy face, pale primrose ; nor 
The azured harebell like thy veins ; no, nor 
The leaf of eglantine; whom not to slander, 
Outsweetened not thy breath. 

There is certainly something more affecting 
in these prompt and spontaneous offerings of 
nature, than in the most costly monuments 
of art; the hand strews the flower while the 
heart is warm, and the tear falls on the grave 
as affection is binding the osier round the 
sod; but pathos expires under the slow labour 
of the chisel, and is chilled among the cold 
conceits of sculptured marble. 

It is greatly to be regretted, that a custom 
so truly elegant and touching has disappeared 
from general use, and exists only in the most 
remote and insignificant villages. But it seems 
as if poetical custom always shuns the walks 
of cultivated society. In proportion as people 
grow polite they cease to be poetical. They 
talk of poetry, but they have learnt to check 
its free impulses, to distrust its sallying emo- 
tions, and to supply its most affecting and 
picturesque usages, by studied form and pom- 
pous ceremonial. Few pageants can be more 
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Stately and frigid than an English funeral in 
town. It is made up of show and gloomy 
parade; mourning carriages, mourning horses, 
mourning plumes, and hireling mourners, who 
make a mockery of grief. « There is a grave 
digged, M says Jeremy Taylor, « and a solemn 
mourning, and a great talk in the neighbour- 
hood, and when the daies are finished, they 
shall be, and they shall be remembered no 
more.» The associate in the gay and crowded 
city is soon forgotten; the hurrying succession 
of new intimates and new pleasures effaces 
him from our minds, and the very scenes and 
circles in which he moved are incessantly fluc- 
tuating. But funerals in the country are so- 
lemnly impressive. The stroke of death makes 
a wider space in the village circle, and is an 
awful event in the tranquil uniformity of rural 
life. The passing bell tolls its knell in every 
ear; it steals with its pervading melancholy 
over hill and vale, and saddens all the land- 
scape. 

The fixed and unchanging features of the 
country also, perpetuate the memory of the 
friend with whom we once enjoyed them; 
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who was tbe compaaioii of our most retired 
walks, and gave animation to every lonely 
scene. His idea i» Itsdociated with every 
charm of nature; we hear his voice in the 
echo which he once delighted to awaken; his 
spirit haunts the grove which be once fr&r 
quented ; we think of him in the wild upland 
solitude, or amidst the pensive beauty of the 
valley. In the freshness of joyous morninig; 
we remember his beaming smiles and boiiod^ 
ing gaiety; and when sdi>er evening returns 
witb its gathering shadows and subduing 
fuiet, we call to mind many a twilight hour 
of gentle talk and sweet-fouled melancholy. 

Each loDciy ptaoe. shall k(m restore^ 

For him the tear be duly shed ; 
Beloved, till life can charm do more ; 

And mouni'd till pity's self be dead. 

Another cause that perpetuates the memory 
of the deceased in the country, is, that the 
grave is more immediately in sight of the sur- 
vivors. They pass it on their way to prayer; 
it meets their eyes when their heaits are soft* 
^ned by the exerdses of devotion ; they linger 



aJi>pat i% oi^ t^ sobh^d^ Mh&u ik^. mind i> 
dia^Qgaged from wori<ily cftr^$^ j^iid itio^dis- 
po^d to tiii?9 ^mule from present pleadures 
a»d jitr^^^At lave^, a^id to Ht dovifi ftnHmg 
tbe 4pWi9i^ laQOieplos of the pdst. la JNofd^ 
Wiile$ jtbe pea;$£intry kneel and pmy over the 
^aves of thm^ dmw^ed. fri9iid« for sewand 
Sa>ld«y6 af^er? tW iniersaeiitt; and vf here tbe 
teiKter irtte €if $arewiog and pla»tifig flowers 
i# ^U^ pi^tk«4 it J$ aim9js jrei^ewed oj» 

Easter, Whitsuntide, and othe^* l^tivaUr wb« 
the. season . brings the companion of former 
festi^raty more Tividly to mind. It is also itt>- 
Tariably performed by the nearest rel^tivf^s 
and friends; no menials nor hirelings ai^ enje 
ployed; and if a neighbour yields assistance, 
it would hie deemfid an insult to otter com- 
pensation. 

I have dwelt upon this heauttfiil rural €U8^ 
tom^ because* as it is o|ie of the last> so is it 
one of the holiest ofi&c^s of love. The grave 
IS the ord^ of true affection. It is diiere that 
the divine passion of tM sonl manifastsits 
superiority to the instinctive im|»ilse of mare 
animal attaclmient. The latter m^t be con- 
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tinually refreshed and kept alive by the pre- 
sence of its object; but the love that is seated 
in the soul can live -on long remembrance. 
The mere ini:linations of sense languish and 
decline with the charms which excited them, 
and turn with shuddering disgust from the 
dismal precincts of the tomb; but it is thence 
that truly spiritual affection rises, purified 
from every sensual desire, and returns like a 
holy flame to illumine and sanctify the heart 
of the survivor. 

The sorrow for the dead is the only sorrow 
from which we refuse to be divi^rced. Every 
other wound we seek to heal — every other af- 
fliction to forget; but this wound we consider 
it a duty to keep open — this affliction we che- 
rish and brood over in solitude. Where is the 
mother who would willingly forget the infant 
that perished like a blossom from her arms, 
though every recollection is a pang? Where is 
the child that would willingly forget the most 
tender of parents, though to remember be but 
to lament? Who, even in the hour of agony, 
would forget the friend over whom he mourns? 
Who, even when the tomb is closing upon the 
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remains of her he most loved; when he feels 
his heart, as it were> crushed in the closing of 
its poital; would accept of consolation that 
must he bought by forgetfulness ? — No, the 
love which survives the tomb is one of the 
noblest attributes of the soul. If it has its 
woes, it has likewise its delights; and when 
the overwhelming burst of grief is calmed 
into the gentle tear of recollection ; when the 
sudden anguish and the convulsive agony over 
the present Tuins of all that we most loved, is 
softened away into pensive meditation on all 
that it was in the days of its loveliness — who 
would root out such a sorrow from the heart? 
Though it may sometimes throw a passing 
cloud over the bright hour of gaiety; or spread 
a deeper sadness over the hour of gloom ; yet 
who would exchange it, even for the song of 
pleasure, or the burst of revelry? No, there, 
is a voice from the tomb sweeter than song. 
There is a remembrance of the dead to which 
we turn even from the charms of the living. 
Oh the grave ! — ^the grave ! — ^It buries every er- 
ror — covers every defect — extinguishes every 
resentment ! From its peaceful bosom spring 
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nooe bat fond regrets ai»d tender recollections. 
Who can look dowa upon tbc grave -even of 
jm eneiaiy, and not fed a compunctions throb, 
that ha should ever have warred with the poor 
handful of eardbi that lies mouldering before 
him! 

But the grave of those we loved— what a 
f^bace jBor meditation ! Hier e it is that we csSL 
up in long review the whrfe history of virtue 
and gentimiess, and ihethousand endearments 
iavished upon us almost unheeded in the daily 
intercourse of intimacy-^ there it is that we 
dwell upon the tenderness, the solemn, awfiol 
tenderness of the parting scene. The bed of 
death, with all its stifled griefs — its noiseless 
attendance^ — it$ mute, watchfui assiduities. 
The last testimonies of expiring love ! Hie 
feeble, fhittering, thrilling — oh! how thrill- 
nigl — pressure of the hand. The last fond 
look oi the glaring eye, turning upon us even 
from the threshold of existence! The £eiint, 
faltering accents, struggling in death to give 
one more assurance of affection ! 

Ay, go to the grave of buried love, and me^ 
dit^ei There settle the account with thy con- 
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$ci/e»e6 for e^ery po^l hene&t uwequited-^ 
eTiery p^at radearioeftt uoregai^ed, of tfa»i 
departed hpmagy wbo can ©ever— never— luever 
return to be soothed by thy eootrition ! 

If thou art a daild, and hast ever added a 
fiorrow to che wnl^ or a finrrow w the silvered 
brow of an affectionate paresit^f thou art a 
husband, and hast ever caused the fond bosom 
that ventured its whole happiness in thy arms, 
to doubt one moment of thy kindness or thy 
truth — if thou art a friend, and hast ever 
wronged, in thought, or word, or deed, the 
spirkthat^ittiienMisly confided in thee—if dion 
art a lover, and hast ever given one immerited 
pang to that true heart which now lies cold 
and still beneath thy feet; — ^then be sure that 
every unkind look, every ungracious word, 
every ungentle action^ will come thronging 
back upon thy memory^ and knocking dole- 
fully at thy soul— then be sure that thou wilt 
lie down sorrowing and repentant on the 
grave, and utter the unheard groan, and pour 
the unavailing tear; more deep, more bitter, 
because unheard and unavailing. 

Then weave thy chaplet of flowers, and 
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Strew the beauties of nature about the grave; 
console thy broken spirit, if thou canst, with 
these tender, yet futile tributes of regret; but 
take warning by the bitterness of this thy con- 
trite affliction over the dead, and henceforth 
be more faithful and affectionate in the dis- 

--*• "* -^ 
■ ■* 

charge of thy duties to the living. / / \ 

v-\ ■ i 

In writing the preceding article, it was not 
intended to give a full detail of the funeral 
customs of the English peasantry, but merely 
to furnish a few hints and quotations illustra- 
tive of particular rites to be appended, by way 
of note, to another paper, which has been 
withheld. The article swelled insensibly into 
its present form, and this is mentioned as an 
apology for so brief and casual a notice of 
these usages, after they have been amply and 
learnedly investigated in other works. 

I must observe, also, that I am well aware 
that this custom of adorning graves with 
flowers, prevails in other countries besides 
England. Indeed, in some it is much more 
general, and is observed even by the rich and 
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fashionable ; but it is then apt to lose its sim- 
plicity, and to degenerate into affectation. 
Bright, in his travels in Lower Hungary, tells 
of monuments of marble, and recesses formed 
for retirement, with seats placed among bowers 
of greenhouse plants ; and that the graves ge- 
nerally are covered with the gayest flowers of 
the season. He gives a casual picture of filial 
piety, which I cannot but describe; for I trust 
it is as useful as it is delightful, to illustrate 
the amiable virtues of the sex. « When I was 
at Berlin, » says he, « I followed the celebrated 
Iffland to the grave. Mingled with some 
pomp, you might trace much real feeling. In 
the midst of the ceremony, my attention was 
attracted by a young woman who stood on a 
mound of earth, newly covered with turf, 
which she anxiously protected from the feet 
of the passing crowd. It was the tomb of her 
parent ; and the figure of this affectionate 
daughter presented a monument more striking 
than the most costly work of art. » 

I will barely add an instance of sepulchral 
decoration that I once met with among the 
mountains of Switzerland. It was at the vil- 
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bge of GeK^au, ^wlikb stands oU the hGtAet§ 
ef the Lake of Lucern, at the foot of Mount 
jRigi. It was once the capital of a miniatupo 
repubtfCy fihnt up between the Alps afid th# 
Lake, and accessible on the kuid side only by 
fbot-'pefths. The whole force of the republic 
did not exceed sit hundred fighting men ; and 
a few miles of eirciimference, scooped out as 
it v^ere from^ the bosom of the mountains^ 
^iomprised its< territory. The village of Ger- 
§»a seentted separated from the rest of the^ 
^ortd, and retained the golden simplicity 
of a purer age. It had a small churchy with a 
barying ground adjoining. At the heads of 
Ac graves were placed crosses of wood or 
irotf. On some were affixed miniatures^ rudely 
ea^4^utedy but evidently attempts at likenesses 
of the deceased. On the crosses were hung 
ehaplets of flowers, some withering, others 
fresh^as if occasionally rene^wed. I paused with 
interest at this scetoe ; I felt that I was at the 
source of poetical description, for these were 
ihe beansitiful but unaffected offerings of the 
he&ut which poets are fain to record. In a 
gayeif and more populous place, I should have 
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suspected them to have been suggested by 
factitious sentiment, derived from books ; but 
the good people of Gersau knew little of 
books ; there was not a novel nor a love poem 
in the village; and I question whether any 
peasant of the place dreamt, while he was 
twining a fresh chaplet for the grave of his 
mistress, that he was fulfilling one of the most 
fanciful rites of poetical devotion, and that he 
was practically a poet. 
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INN KITCHEN 



Shall I Dot take mine ease in mine inn ? 

Falstaff. 



During a journey that I once made through 
the Netherlands, I had arrived one evening at 
the Pomme dOr^ the principal inn of a small 
Flemish village. It was after the hour of the 
table dhotey so that I was obliged to make a 
solitary supper from the reliques of its ampler 
board. The weather was chilly ; I was seated 
alone in one end of a great gloomy dining- 
room, and my repast being over, I had the 
prospect before me of a long dull evening, 
without any visible means of enlivening it. I 
summoned mine host, and requested some- 
thing to read ; he brought me the whole lite* 
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rary stock of his household, a Dutch family- 
bible, an ahnanack in the same language, and 
a number of old Paris newspapers. As I sat 
dozing over one of the latter,, reading old news 
and stale criticisms, my ear was now and then 
struck with bursts of laughter which seemed 
to proceed from the kitchen. Every one that 
has travelled on the continent must know how 
favourite a resort the kitchen of a country inn 
is to the middle and inferior order of travel- 
lers; particularly in that equivocal kind of 
weather, when a fire becomes agreeable to- 
ward evening.] I threw aside the newspaper, 
and explored my way to the kitchen, to take 
a peep at the group that appeared to be so mer* 
ry. It was composed partly of travellers who 
had arrived some hours before in a dUigence, 
and partly of the usual attendants and hangers- 
on of inm. They were seated round a great 
burnished stove, that might have been mistaken 
for an altar, at which they were worshipping. 
It was covered widi various kitchen vessels of 
resplendent brightness; among which steamed 
and hissed a huge copper teakettle. A large 
lamp threw a strong mass of light upon the 
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group, brkiging out laaay odd features m 
strong relief. Its yellow rays partially illu* 
mined cfae spacious kitchen, dying duskily 
away into reoiote corners; except where they 
settled in mellow radiance on the hroad side 
of a flitch of bacon, or were reflected back 
finnn well-scoured utensils, diat gleamed from 
the midst of obscurity. A strapping Flemish 
lass, with long golden pendants in her ears, 
aod a necklace with a golden heart suspended 
to it, was the presiding priestess* of the 
Dexnple. 

Mfiuiy of the co^mpany were furnished with 
pipes, and most of them with some kind of 
eTening potation. I found thisir mirth was 
occasioned by anecdotes, which a liule swarthy 
Frenchman, with a dry weaz^a face and lai'ge 
whidkers, was giving of his loYe-adventures; 
at the end of each of which there was one of 
those bursts, of honest unceremonious laugh- 
ter, in which a man indulges in that temple 
of true liberty, an inn. 

As I had no better mode of getting through 
a tedious blustering evening, I took my seat 
near the stove, and listened to a variety of tra- 
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vellers^ tales, some very extravagant, and most 
very dull. All of them, however, have faded 
from my treacherous memory except one, 
which I will endeavour to relate. I fear, 
however, it derived its chief zest from the 
manner in which it was told, and the peculiar 
air and appearance of the narrator. He was 
a corpulent old Swiss, who had the look of a 
veteran traveller. He was dressed in a tar- 
nished green traveUing jacket, with a broad 
belt round his waist, and a pair of overalls, 
with buttons from the hips to the ankles. He 
was of a full rubicund countenance, with a 
double chin, a(|uiline nose, and a pleasant 
twinkling eye. His hair was light, and curled 
from under an old green velvet travelling-cap 
stuck on one side of his head. He was inter- 
rupted more than once by the arrival of guests, 
or the remarks of his auditors; and paused 
now and then to replenish his pipe ; at which 
times he had generally a roguish leer, and a 
sly joke for the buxom kitchen maid. 

I wish my reader could imagine the old 
fellow lolling in a huge arm-chair, one arm a- 
kimbo, the other holding a curiously twisted 
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tobacco pipe, formed of genuine 4cume de mer^ 
decorated with silver chain and silken tassel 
— ^his head cocked on one side, and a whimsi- 
cal cut of the eye occasionally, as he related 
the following story. 



THE 



SPECTRE BRIDEGROOM. 



A TRAVELLER'S TALE, (a) 



He that supper for is dight, 

He lyes full cold, I trow, this night! 

Yestreen to chamber I him led, 

This night Gray-steel has made his bed. 

Sir Eger, Sir Grahame, and Sir Grat-Stbel. 



On the summit of one of the heights of the 
Odenwald, a wild and romantic tract of Upper 
Germany, that lies not far from the confluence 
of the Main and the Rhine, there stood, many, 

many years since, the Castle of the Baron Yon 

« 

« 

(a) The erudite reader, well versed in good-for-nothing lore, 
will perceive that the above Tale must have been suggested to 
the old Swiss by a little French anecdote, of a circumstance 
said to have taken place at Paris. 
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Landshort. It is now quite fallen to decay, 
and almost buried among beech trees and 
dark firs; above which, however, its old 
watch-tower may still be seen struggling, like 
the former possessor I have mentioned, to 
carry a high head, and look down upon the 
neighbouring country. 

The Baron was a dry branch of the great fe- 
mily of Katzenellenbogen, (a) and inherited the 
reliques of the property, and all the pride of 
his ancestors. Though the warlike disposi- 
tion of his predecessors had much impaired 
the family possessions^ yet the Baron still en- 
deavoured to keep up some show of former 
state. The times were peaceable, and the 
German nobles, in general, had abandoned 
th^ir inconVeniedt old castles, perched like 
eagles' nens among the mountains, and had 
built more convenient, residences in the val- 
leys : still the Bardn remained proudly drawn 
up in his little fortress^ cherishing, with here- 

(a) I. «. Cat's-Elbow. The Dat&e of « lawUy of these parts 
very, powerful in former tiiaes. The a|>peUation« we are tc^ 
was giveo iu compHoieiit to « peerless dame of the iynily, ce- 
lebrated for a fine arm. 
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ditary inveteracy, all tbe old family feuds; so 
that he was on ill terms with some of his near- 
est neighbours, on account of disputes that 
bad happened between their great greatgrand- 
fathers. 

The Baron had but one child^ a daughter; 
but nature, when she grants but one child, 
ali^ays compensates by making it a prodigy ; 
and so it was with the daughter of the Baron. 
All the nurses, gossips, and country cousins, 
assured her father that she had not her equal 
for beauty in all Germany ; and who should 
know better than they ! She had, moreover, 
been brought up with great care under the 
superintendence of two maiden aunts, who 
had spent some years of their early life at one 
of the little German courts, and were skilled 
in all the branches of knowledge necessary to 
the education of a fine lady. Under their in- 
structions, she became a miracle of accom- 
plishments. By the time she was eighteen, 
she could embroider to admiration, and had 
worked whole histories of the saints in tapes- 
try, with such strength of expression in their 
countenances, that they looked like so many 
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souls ia purgatory. She could read without 
great difficulty, and had spelled her way 
through several church legends, and almost 
all the chivalric wonders of the Heldenbucb. 
She had even made considerable proficiency 
in writing; could sign her own name without 
missing a letter, and so legibly that her aunts 
could read it without spectacles. She exceed 
in making little elegant good-for-nothing lady- 
like nicknacks of all kinds ; was versed in the 
most abstruse dancing of the day; played* a 
number of airs on the harp and guitar; and 
knew all the tender ballads of the Minnielie- 
ders by heart. 

Her aunts, too, having been great flirts and 
coquettes in their younger days, were admira- 
bly calculated to be vigilant guardians and 
strict censors of the conduct of their niece; 
for there is no duenna so rigidly prudent, and 
inexorably decorous, as a superannuated co- 
quette. She was rarely suffered out of their 
sight; never went beyond the domains of the 
castle, unless well attended, or rather well 
watched ; had continual lectures read to her 
about strict decorum and implicit obedience ; 
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and, as to the men — pab ! — she was taught to 
hold them at such distance, and in such abso- 
lute distrust, that, unless jiroperly authorized^ 
she would not have cast a glance upon the 
handsomest cavalier in the world — ^no, not if 
he were even dying at her feet. • 

The good effects of this system were won- 
derfully apparent. The young lady was a 
pattern of docility and correctness. While 
others were wasting their sweetness in the 
glare of the world, and liable to be plucked 
and thrown aside by every hand; she was 
coyly blooming into fresh and lovely woman- 
hood under the protection of those immacu- 
late spinsters, like a rose-bud blushing forth 
among guardian thorns. ' Her, aunts looked 
upon her with pride and exultation, and 
vaunted that though all the other* young la* 
dies in the world might go astray, yet, thank 
heaven, nothing of the kind could happen to 
the heiress of Katzenellenbogen. 

But, however scantily the Baron Von Land- 
short might be provided with children, his 
household was by no means a small one; for 
Providence had enriched him with abundance 
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of poor relations. They, one and all, possessed 
the affectionate disposition common to humble 
relatives; were wonderfully attached to the 
Baron, and took every possible occasion to 
come in swarms and enliven the castle. All 
family festivals were commemorated by these 
good people at the Baron's expense; and when 
they were fiUefl with good cheer, they would 
declare that there was nothing on earth so 
delightful as these family meetings, these ju- 
bilees of the heart. 

The Baron, though a small man, had a laerge 
soul, and it swelled with satisfaction at the 
consciousness of being the greatest man in 
the little world about him. He loved to tell 
long stories about the stark old warriors whose 
portraits looked grimly down from the walls 
around, aftd he found no listeners equal to 
those who fed at his expense. He was much 
given to the marvellous, and a firm believer in 
all those supernatural tales with which every 
mountain and valley in Germany abounds. 
The faith of his guests exceeded even his own: 
they listened to every tale of wonder with open 
eyes and mouth, and never failed to be asto- 
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Qisbedy evea though repeated for the hun- 
dredth time. Thus Jived the B»ro& Vqu Laod* 
short, the oracle of his table^ the ab^Iute 
moimrch of his little territory, aod happy, 
above all things^ in the pet* suasion that he wa^ 
the wisest man of the age. 

At the time of which my story treats there 
was a great family gathering at the castle, on 
an affair of the utmost importance : It was to 
receive the d^tined bridegroom of the Baron's 
daughter. A negociation had been carried on 
between the fether and an old nobleman of 
Bavaria, to uwte the dignity of their houses 
by the marriage of their childreii. The pre- 
liminaries had been conducted with proper 
punctilio. The young people were betrothed 
without seeing each other; and the time was 
appointed for the marriage ceremony. The 
young Count Von Altenburg had been recalled 
from the army for the purpose, and was ac- 
tually on his way to the Baron's to receive his 
bride. Missives had even been received from 
him, from Wurtzburg, where he was acciden* 
tally detained, mentioning the day and hour 
when he might be expected to su^rive. 
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The casde was in a tumult of preparation to 
give him a suitahle welcome. The fair bride 
had been decked out with uncommon care. 
The two aunts had superintended her toilet, 
and quarrelled the whole morning about every 
article of her dress. The young lady had taken 
advantage of their contest to follow the bent 
of her own taste; and fortunately it was a good 
one. She looked as lovely as youthful bride^ 
groom could desire ; and the flutter of expec- 
tation heightened the lustre of her charms. 

The suffusions that mantled her face and 
neck, the gentle heaving of the bosom, the eye 
now and then lost in reverie, all betrayed the 
soft tumult that was going on in her little 
heart. The aunts were continually hovering 
around her; for maiden aunts are apt to take 
great interest in affairs of this nature. They 
were giving her a world of staid counsel how to 
deport herself, what to say, and in what man- 
ner to receive the expected lover. 

The Baron was no less busied in prepara- 
tions. He had, in truth, nothing exactly to do : 
but he was naturally a fuming bustling little 
man, and could not remain passive vvhen all 
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the world was in a hurry. He worried from 
top to bottom of the castle with an air of infi- 
nite anxiety; he continually called the servants 
from their work to exhort them to be diligent; 
and buzzed about every hall and chamber, as 
idly restless and importunate as a blue-bottle 
fly on a warm summer's day. 

In the mean time the fatted calf had been 
killed; the forests had rung with the clamour 
of the huntsmen ; the kitchen was crowded 
with good cheer; the cellars had yielded up 
whole oceans of Rhein-wein and Feme-wine ; 
and even the great Heidelburg tun had been 
laid under contribution. Every thing was 
ready to receive the distinguished guest with 
Saus und Braus in the true spirit of German 
hospitality — ^but the guest delayed to make his 
appearance. Hour rolled after hour. The 
sun, that had poured his downward rays upon 
the rich forests of the Odenwald, now just 
gleamed along the summits of the mountains. 
The Baron mounted the highest tower, and 
strained his eyes in hopes of catching a distant 
sight of the Count and his attendants. Once 
he thought he beheld them; the sound of 
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horns came floating from the valley, prolonged 
by the mountain echoes. A number of horse* 
men were seen far below, slowly advandqg 
along the road; but when they had nearly 
reached the foot of the mountain, they siid<* 
denly struck off in a different direction. The 
last ray of sunshine departed — the bats began 
to flit by in the twilight* — ^the road grew dim- 
mer and dimmer to the View; and nothing 
appeared stirring in it, but now and then a 
peasant lagging homeward from his labour* 

While the old castle of Landshort was m 
this state of perplexity^ a very interesting scene 
was transacting in a different part of the Odeo^ 
wald. 

The young .CSount Von Altenburg was tran- 
quilly pursuing his route in that sober jog-trot 
way, in which a man travels toward matriaiony 
when his friends have taken all the trouble and 
uncertainty of courtship of| his hands, and a 
bride is waiting for him, as certainly as a din* 
ner at the end of his jonrney. He had encoun- 
tered, at Wurtzburg, a youthful companion in 
arms, with whom he had seen some service 
on the frontiers; Herman Von S^rkenliu^ti 
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one of the stoutest hands, and worthiest 
hearts, of German chivahy, who was now re- 
turning from the army. His father's castle was 
not far distant from the old fortress of Land* 
short, although an hereditary feud rendered 
the femilies hostile, and strangers to each 
other. 

In the warm-hearted moment of recognition, 
the young friends related all their past adven- 
tures and fortunes, and the Count gave the 
whole history of his intended nuptials with a 
young lady whom he had neyer seen, but of 
whose charms he had received the most en* 
rapturing descriptions. 

As the route of the friends lay in the same 
direction, they agreed to perform the rest of 
their journey together; and that they might 
do it the more leisurely, set off from Wurtz- 
burg at an early hour, the Count having given 
directions for his retinue to follow and over- 
take him. 

They beguiled their way fan ng with recol- 
lections of their military scenes and adven- 
tures ; but the Count was apt to be a little te- 
dious, now and then, about the reputed charms 
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of his bride, and the felicity that awaited him. 

lu this way they had entered among the 
mountains of the Odenwald, and were travers- 
ing one of its most lonely and thickly wooded 
passes. It is well known that the forests of 
Germany have always been as much infested 
by robbers as its castles by spectres ; and, at 
this time, the former were particularly nume- 
rous, from the hordes of disbanded soldiers 
wandering about the country. It will not ap- 
pear extraordinary, therefore, that the cavaliers 
were attacked by a gang of these stragglers, in 
the midst of the forest. They defended them- 
selves with bravery, but were nearly over- 
powered, when the Count^s retinue arrived to 
their assistance. At sight of them the robbers 
fled, but not until the Count had received a 
miortal wound. He was slowly and carefully 
conveyed back to the city of-Wurtzburg, and 
a friar summoned from a neighbouring con- 
vent, who was famous for his skill in adminis- 
tering to both soul and body ; but half of his 
skill was superfluous ; the moments of the un- 
fortunate Count were numbered. 

With his dying breath he entreated his 
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friend to repair instantly to the castle of Land- 
short, and explain the fatal cause of his not 
keeping his appointment with his bride. 
Though not the most ardent of lovers, he was 
one of. the most punctilious of men, and ap- 
peared earnestly solicitous that his mission 
should be speedily and courteously executed, 
a ^Unless this, is done,» said he, «I shall not 
sleep quietly in my grave ! » He repeated these 
last words with peculiar solemnity. A request, 
at a moment so impressive, admitted no hesi- 
tation. Starkenfaust endeavoured to soothe 
him to calmness; promised faithfully to exe- 
cute his wish, and gave him bis hand in solemn 
pledge. The dying man pressed it in acknow- 
ledgment, but soon lapsed into delirium — 
raved about his bride — his engagements — his 
plighted word; ordered his horse, that he 
might ride to the castle of Landshort ; and ex- 
pired in the fancied act of vaulting into the 

saddle. 

Starkenfaust bestowed a sigh, and a soldier's 
tear, on the untimely fate of his comrade ; and 
then pondered on the awkward mission he 
had undertaken. His heart was heavy, and 



3^6 TOE SPECTRE BRIDEGROOM. 

m 

his head peq>lex:ed; for he was tx^ present him- 
self an unbidden gaest among hostile people, 
and to damp their festivity with tidings fatal to 
their hopes. Still there were certain whis- 
perings of curiosity in his bosom to see this 
for* famed beauty of Katzenellenbogen, so cau- 
tiously shut up from the world ; for he was a 
passionate admirer of the sex, and there was a 
dash of eccentricity and enterprize in his cha- 
racter that made him fond of all singular ad- 
venture. 

Previous to his departure he made all due 
arrangements with the holy fraternity of the 
convent for the funeral solemnities of his 
friend, who was to be buried in the cathedral 
of Wurtzburg, near some of his illustrious re- 
latives; and the mourning retinue of the Count 
took charge of his remains. 

It is now high time that we should return 
to the ancient family of Katzenellenbogen, who 
were impatient for their guest, and still more 
for their dinner; and to the worthy little 
Baron, whom we left airing himself on the 
watch-tower. 

Night closed in, but still no guest arriyed. 



THE SPECTRE BRmEGAOOM. 327 

The Baron descended from the tower in des-- 
pair. The banquet, which had been delayed 
from hour to hour, could no longer be post- 
poned. The meats were already oTerdone; 
the cook in an agony ; and the whole hou$e>* 
hold had the look of a garri^n that had been 
reduced by famine. The Baron was obliged 
reluctantly to give orders for the feast without 
the presence of the guest. All were seated at 
table, and just on the point of commencing, 
\¥hen the sound of a horn from without the 
gate gave notice of the approach of a stranger. 
Another long blast filled the old courts of the 
castle with its echoes, and was answered by 
the warder from the walls. The Baron has- 
tened to receive his future son-in-law. . 

The drawbridge had been let down, and the 
stt^tiger was before the gate. He was a tall 
gallant cavalier, mounted on a black steed. 
His countenance was pale, but he had a beam- 
ing, romantic eye, and an air of stately me- 
lancholy. The Baron was a little mortified 
that he should have come in this simple, soli- 
tary style. His dignity for a moment was ruf- 
fled, and he felt disposed to consider it a want 
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of proper respect for the important occasion, 
9fid the important family with which he was 
to be connected. He pacified himself, how- 
ever, with the conclusion, that it must have 
been youthful impatience which had induced 
him thus to spur on sooner than his attendants. 

a I am sorry, » said the stranger, a to break 
in upon you thus unseasonably — » 

Here the Baron interrupted him with a 
world of compliments and greetings ; for, to 
tell the truth, he prided himself upon his cour- 
tesy and his eloquence. The stranger attempt- 
ed, once or twice, to stem the torrent of words, 
but in vain, so he bowed his head and suffered 
it to flow on. By the time the Bardn had come 
to a pause, they had reached the inner court 
of the castle ; and the stranger was pgain about 
to speak, when he was once more interrupted 
by the appearance of the female part of the 
family, leading forth the shrinking and blush- 
ing bride. He gazed on her for a moment as 
one entranced ; it seemed as if his whole soul 
beamed forth in the gaze, and rested upon 
that lovely form. One of the maiden aunts 
whispered something in her ear; she made an 
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effort CO speak; her moist blue eye was timid- 
ly raised ; gave a shy glance of inquiry on the 
str&nger; and was cast again to the ground. 
The words died away; but there was a svseet 
smile playing about her lips, and a soft dim- 
pling of the dieek that showed her glance had 
not been unsatisfactory. It was impossible 
for a girl of the fond age of eighteen, highly 
predisposed for love and matrimony, not to be 
pleased with so gallant a cavalier. 

The late hour at which the guest had arriv- 
ed left no time for parley. The Baron was pe- 
remptory, and deferred all particular conver- 
sation until the morning, and led the way to 
the UQtasted banquet. 

It was served up in the great hall of the 
castle. Around the walls hung the hard-fa- 
voured portraits of the heroes of the house of 
Katzeneilenbogen »[id the trophies which they 
had gained in the field and in the chase. 
Hacked corslets, splintered jousting spears, 
abd tattered banners, were mingled with the 
spoils of sylvan warfare; the jaws of the wolf, 
and the tusks of the boar, grinned horribly 
among croes-bows and battle-axes, and a huge 

.4. 
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pair of antlers branched immediately over the 
head of the youthful bridegroom. 

The cavalier took but little notice of the 
company or the entertainment. He scarcely 
tasted the banquet, but seemed absorbed in 
admiration of his bride. He conversed in a 
low tone that could not be overheard — for 
the language of love is never loud ; but where 
is the female ear so dull that it cannot catch 
the softest whisper of the lover? There was 
a mingled tenderness and gravity in his man- 
ner, that appeared to have a powerful effect 
upon the young lady. Her colour came and 
went as she listened with deep attention. 
Now and then she made some blushing reply, 
and when his eye was turned away, she would 
steal a side-long glance at his romantic coun- 
tenance, and heave a gentle sigh of tender hap- 
piness. It was evident that the young couple 
were completely enamoured. The aunts, who 
were deeply versed in the mysteries of the 
heart, declared that they had fallen in love 
with each other at first sight/ 

The feast went on merrily, or at: least 
noisily, for the guests were all blessed with- 
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thosf keen appetites that attend upon light 
purses and mountain air. The Baron told his 
best and longest stories, and never had he 
told them so well, or with such great effect. 
If there was any thing marvellous, his auditors 
were lost in astonishment; and if any thing 
facetious, they were sure to. laugh exactly in 
in the right place. The Baron, it is true, like 
most great men, was too dignified to utter any 
joke but a dull one; it was always enforced, 
however, by a bumper of excellent^ Hoch- 
heimer; and even a dull jokey at one's own 
table, served up with jolly old wine, is irresist- 
ible. Many good things were said by poorer 
and keener wits, that would not bear repeat- 
ing, except on similar occasions; many sly 
speeches whispered in ladies* ears, that almost 
convulsed them with suppressed laughter; and 
a song or two roared oyt by a poor, but merry 
and broad-faced cousin of the Baron, that ab- 
solutely made the maiden aunts hold up their 
fans. 

Amidst all this revelry, the stranger guest 
maintained a most singular and unseasonable 
gravity. His countenance assumed a deeper 
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cast of dejection as the eTcning advanced; 
and, strange as it may appear, even the Ba-^ 
ron's jokes seemed only to render him the 
more melancholy. At times he was lost in 
thought, and at times there was a perturbed 
and restless wandering of the eye diat bespoke 
a mind but iU at ease. His conversations with 
the bride became more and more earnest and 
mysterious. Louring clouds began to steal 
over the fair serenity of her brow, and tre- 
mors to run through her tender frame. 

All this could not escape the notice of the 
company. Their gaiety was chilled by the un- 
accountable gloom of the bridegroom; their 
spirits were infected; whispers and glances 
were interchanged, accompanied by shrugs 
and dubious shakes of the head. The song 
and the laugh grew less and less frequent; 
there were dreary pauses in the conversation, 
which were at length succeeded by wild tales, 
and supernatural legends. One dismal story 
produced another still more dismal, and the 
Baron nearly frightened some of the ladies 
into hysterics with the history of the goMin 
horseman that carried away the feir Leono^na ; 
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a dreadful, but true story, which has since 
been put into excellent verse, and is jread and 
believed by all the world. 

The bridegroom listened to this tale with 
profound attention. He kept his eyes steadily 
fixed on the Baron, and, as the story drew to 
a close, began gradually to rise from his seat, 
growing taller and taller, until, in the Baron's 
entranced eye, he seemed almost to tower in- 
to a giant. The moment the tale was finished, 
he heaved a deep sigh, and took a solemn fare- 
•well of the company. They were all amaze- 
ment. The Baron was perfectly thunder- 
struck. 

« What ! going to leave the caslle at mid- 
night? why, every thing was prepared for his 
reception ; a chamber was ready for him if he 
wished to retire. » 

The stranger shook his head mournfully 
and mysteriously; « I must lay my head in a 
different chamber to-night !» 

There was something in this rej)!y, and the 
tone in which it was uttered, that made the 
Baron's heart misgive him; but he rallied his 
forces, and repeated his hospitable entreaties. 
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The stranger shook his head silently, but 
positively, at every offer; and, waving his 
farewell to the company, stalked slowly out 
of the hall. The maiden aunts were abso- 
lutely petrified — the bride hung her head, 
and a tear stole to her eye. 

The Baron followed the stranger to tlje 
great court of the castle, where * the black 
charger stood pawing the earth, and snorting 
with impatience. — When they had reached 
the portal, whose deep archway was dimly 
lighted by a cresset, the stranger paused, and 
addressed the Baron in a hollow tone of voice, 
which the vaulted roof rendered still more se- 
pulchral. 

« Now that we are alone, » said he, « I will 
impart to you the reason of my going. I have 
a solemn, an indispensable engagment — » 

« Why,» said the fiaron, « cannot you send 
some one in your place ?» 

« It admits of no substitute — ^I must attend 
it in person— I must away to Wurtzburg ca- 
thedral — » 

« Ay,v said the Baron, plucking up spirit, 
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« but not until to-morrow — to-morrow you 
shall take your bride there. » 

« No! no!» replied the stranger, with ten- 
fold solemnity, « my engagement is with no 
bride — the worms ! the worms expect me ! I 
am a dead man —I have been slain by robbers 
— my body lies at Wurtzburg — at midnight I 
am to be buried — the grave is waiting for me 
— I must keep my appointment ! » 

He sprang on his black charger, dashed 
over the drawbridge, and the clattering of his 
horse's hoofs was lust in the whistling of the 
night blast. 

The Baron returned to the h^U in the ut- 
most consternation^ and related what had 
passed. Two ladies £aiinted outright, others 
sickened at the idea of having banqueted 
with a spectre. It was the opinion of some, 
that this might be the wild huntsman, fa- 
mous in German legend. Some talked of 
mountain sprites, of wood -demons, and of 
other supernatural beings, with which the 
good people of Germany have been so griev- 
ously harassed since time immemorial. One 
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of the poor relatious ventured t6 suggest that 
it might be some spbitive eYasion of the youog 
cavalier, and that the very gloominess of the 
caprice seemed to accord with so melanclv^y 
a persc^age. This, however, drew on him 
the indignation of the whole company, and 
especially of the Baron, who looked upon 
him as little better than an infidel; so that he 
was fain to abjure his heresy as speedily as 
possible, and come into the feith of the true 
believers. 

But whatever may have been the doubts 
entertained, they were completely put to an 
end by die arrival, next day, of regular mis- 
sives, confirming the intelligence of the young 
Count's murder, and his interment in Wurte- 
burg cathedral. 

The dismay at the castle may well be ima* 
gined. The Baron shut himself up in his 
chamber. The guests, who had come to re- 
joice with him, coOid not think of abandoning 
him in his distress. They wandered about die 
courts, or collected in groups in the hall, shak- 
ing their heads and shrugging their shoulders, 
at the troubles of so good a man ; and sat longer 
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than ever at table, and ate and drank more 
stoutly than ever, by way of keeping up their 
spirits. But the situation of the widowed 
bride was the most pitiable. To have lost a 
husband before she had even embraced him 
— and such a husband ! if the very spectre 
ould be so gracious and noble, what must 
^ve been the living man? She filled the 
house with lamentations. 

On the night of the second day of her wi- 
dowhood she had retired to her chamber, ac- 
coinpanied by one of her aunts, who insisted 
on sleeping with her. The aunt, who was one 
of the best tellers of ghost stories in all Ger- 
many, had just been recounting one of her 
longest, and had fallen asleep in the very 
midst of it. The chamber was remote, and 
overlooked a small garden. The niece lay 
pensively gazing at the beams of the rising 
moon as they trembled on the leaves of an 
aspen tree before the lattice. The castle clock 
had just tolled midnight, when a soft strain of 
music stole up from the garden. She rose 
hastily from her bed, and stepped lightly to 
the window. A tall figure stood among the 
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shadows of the trees. As it raised its head, a 
beam of moonlight fell upQn the couatenance. 
Hea¥eD and earth I she beheld the Spectre 
Bridegroom ! A loud shriek at that moment 
burst upon her ear, and her aunt, who had 
been awakened by the music, and had follow- 
ed her silently to the window^ fell into her 
arms. When she looked again, the spectre 
had disappeared. 

Of; the two females^ the. aunt now required 
the most soothing, for she was perfectly be* 
side herself with terror. As to the young la- 
dy> there was something, even in the spectre 
of her lover, that seemed endearing. There 
was still the semblance of manly beauty; and 
though the shadow of a man is bnt httle cal* 
culated. to satisfy the affections of a love-sick 
girl, yet, where the substance is not to be had, 
even that is consoling. The aunt declared she 
would never sleep in that chamber again; the 
niece, for once, was refractory, and declared 
as strongly that she would sleep in no other 
in the castle : the consequence was, that she 
had to sl^ep in it alone : but she drew a pro* 
jnise from her aunt not to relate tfae< story of 
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the spectre, lest she shoald be denied the only 
melancholy pleasure left her on earth — that of 
inhabiting the chamber over which the guar- 
dian shade of her lover kept its nightly vigils. 

How long the good old lady would have ob- 
served this promise is uncertain, for she dearly 
loved to talk of the marvellous, and there is 
a triumph in being the first to tell a frightful 
story ; it is, however, still quoted in the neigh- 
bourhood, as a memorable instance of female 
secrecy, that she kept it to herself for a whole 
week ; when she was suddenly absolved from 
all further restraint, by intelligence brought 
to the breakfast table one morning that the 
young lady was not to be found. Her room 
was empty — the bed had not been slept in — 
the window was open, and the bird had flown ! 

The astonishment and concern with which 
the intelligence was received, can only be 
imagined by those who have witnessed the 
agitation which the mishaps of a great man 
cause among his friends. Even the poor rela- 
tions paused for a moment from the. indefati* 
gable labours of the trencher; when the aunt, 
who had at first been struck speechless, wrung 
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her hands, and shrieked oiit, <cThe goblin! 
the goblin ! she's carried away by the goblin !» 

In a few words she related the fearful scene 
of the garden, and concluded that the spectre 
must have carried off his bride. Two of the 
domestics corroborated the opinion, for they 
had heard the clattering of a horse's hoofs' 
down the mountain about midnight, and had 
no doubt that it was the spectre on his black 
charger, bearing her away to the tomb. All 
present were struck with the direful probabi- 
lity; for events of the kind are extremely 
common in Germany, as many well authenti- 
cated histories bear witness. 

What a lamentable situation was that of 
the poor Baron! What a heart-rending di- 
lemma for a fond father, and a member of the 
great family of Katzenellenbogen ! His only 
daughter had either been rapt away to the 
grave, or he was to have some wood-demon 
for a son-in-law, and, perchance, a troop of 
goblin grandrchildren. As usual, he was com- 
pletely bewildered, and all the castle in an 
uproar. The men were ordered to take horse, 
and scour every road and path and glen of the 
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Odenwald. The Baron himself had just drawn 
on his jack-boots, girded on his sword, and 
was about to mount his steed to sally forth on 
the doubtful quest, when he was brought to a 
pause by a new apparition. A lady was seen 
approaching the castle, mounted on a palfrey, 
attended by a cavalier on horseback. She 
galloped up to the gate, sprang from her 
horse, and falling at the Baron's feet, em- 
braced his knees. It was his lost daughter, 
and her companion -^the Spectre Bridegroom ! 
The Baron was astounded. He looked at his 
daughter, then at the spectre, and almost 
doubted the evidence of his senses. The 
letter, too, was wonderfully improved in his 
appearance, since his visit to the world of 
spirits. His dress was splendid, and set off a 
noble figure of manly symmetry. He was no 
longer pale and melancholy. His fine coun- 
tenance was flushed with the glow of youth, 
and joy rioted in his large dark eye. 

The mystery was soon cleared up. The 
cavalier (for, in truth, as you must have known 
all the while, he was no goblin) announced 
himself as Sir Herman Yon Starkenfaust. He 
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related his adventure \vith the young Count. 
He told how he had hastened to the castle to 
deliver tl^e unwelcome tidings^ but that the 
eloquence of the Baron had interrupted him 
in every attempt to tell his tale. How the 
sight of the bride had completely captivated 
him^ and that to pass a few hours near her, 
he had tacitly suffered the mistake to con- 
tinue. How he had been sorely perplexed 
in what way to make a decent retreat, uniJI 
the Baron^s goblin stories had suggested his 
eccentric exit. How, fearing the feudal hos- 
tility of the family, he had repeated his visits 
by stealth — ^had haunted the garden beneadi 
the young lady's window— had wooed — ^had 
won—had borne away in triumph^ — and, in a 
word, had wedded the feir. 

Under any other circumstances the Baron 
would have been inflexible, for he was tena- 
cious of paternal authority, and devoutly ob- 
stinate in all family feuds; but he loved his 
daughter; he had lamented her as lost; he 
rejoiced to find her still alive; and, though 
her husband was of a hostile house, yet, 
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thank heaven, he was not a i^oblifi. There 
was s<Mi»<Hhin^ it must be acknowledged, 
that did not exactly accord with hh notions 
of strict veracity, in the joke the knight had 
passed upon him of his being a dead man; 
but several old friends present, who had 
served in the wars, assured him that every 
stratagem was excusable in love, and that the 
cavalier was entitled to especial privilege, 
having lately served as a trooper. 

Matters, therefore, were happily arranged. 
The Baron pardoned the young couple on the 
spot. The revels at the castle were resumed. 
The poor relations overwhelmed this new 
member of the family with loving kindness; 
he was so gallant, so generous — and so rich. 
The aunts, it is true, were somewhat scanda- 
lized that their system of strict seclusion, and 
passive obedience, should be so badly exem- 
plified, but attributed it all to their negli- 
gence in not having the windows grated. 
One of them was particularly mortified at 
having her marvellous story marred, and that 
the only spectre she had ever seen should 



344 THE SPECTRE BRIDEGROOM. 

turn out a counterfeit ; but the niece seem- 
ed perfectly happy at having found him 
substantial flesh and blood — ^and so the story 
ends. 
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When I behold, ^ith deep astonishment, 
To famous Westminster how there resorte, 
Living in brasse or stoney monument, 
The princes and the worthies of all sorte; 
Doe not I see reformde nobilitie. 
Without contempt, or pride, or ostentation. 
And looke upon offenselesse majesty, 
leaked of pomp or earthly domination ? 
And how a play-game of a painted stone 
Contents the quiet now and silent sprites, 
Whome all the world which late they stood upon 
CSould not content nor quench their appetites. 
. Life is a frost of cold felicitie. 
And death the thaw of all our vanitie. 

Cbbbtolero's Epigrams, bt T. B. 1598. 



On one of those sober and rather melancholy 
days, in the latter part of Antumn, when the 
shadows of morning and evening almost 
mingle together, and throw a gloom over the 
decline of the year, I passed several hours in 
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rambling about Westminster Abbey. • There 
was something congenial to the season in the 
mournful magnificence of the old pile ; and as 
I passed its threshold, seemed like stepping 
back into the regions of antiquity, and losing 
myself among thie shades of former ages. 

I entered from the inner court of Westmin- 
ter School, through a long, low, vaulted pas- 
sage, that had an almost subterranean look, 
being dimly lighted in one part by circular 
perforations in the massive walls. Through 
this dark avenue I^had a distant view of the 
cloisters, with the figure of an old verger, in 
his black gown, moving along their shadowy 
vaults, and seeming like a spectre from one 
of the neighbouring tombs. The approach 
to the abbey through these gloomy monastic 
remains prepares the mind for its solemn con- 
templation. The cloisters stiU retain some- 
thing of the quiet and seclusion of former 
days. The gray walls are discoloured by 
damps, and crumbling with age; a coat of 
hoary moss has gathered over the inscrip- 
tions of the mural monuments, and obscured 
the death's heads, and other funereal em- 
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blems. The sharp touches of the chisel are 
gone from the rich tracery of the arches ; the 
roses which adorned the key-stones have lost 
their leafy beauty; every thing bears marks 
of the gradual dilapidations of time, which 
yet has something touching and pleasing in its 
very decay. 

The sun was pouring down a yellow^ au- 
tumnal ray into the square of the cloisters; 
beaming upon a scanty plot of grass in the 
centre, and lighting up an angle of the vaulted 
passage with a kind of dusty splendopr. From 
between the arcades, the eye glanced up to a 
bit of blue sky or a passing cloud ; and beheld 
the sun-gilt pinnacles of the abbey towering 
into the azure heaven. 

As I paced the cloisters, sometimes contem- 
plating this mingled picture of glory and 
decay, and sometimes endeavouring to deci- 
pher the inscriptions on the tombstones, 
which formed the pavement beneath my feet, 
my eye was attracted to three figures, rudely 
carved in relief, but nearly worn away by the 
footsteps of many generations. They were 
the effigies of three of the early abbots ; the 
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epitaphs were entirely efiBaced; the names 
alone remained, having no doubt been re- 
newed in later times; (Yitsdis. Abbas. 1082, 
and Gistebertas Grispinus. Abbas. 11149 and 
Laurentius. Abbas. 11 76). I remained some 
little while, musing over these casual reliques 
of antiquity, thus left like wrecks upon this 
distant shore of time, telling no tale but that 
such beings had been and had perished; 
teaching no moral but the futility of that pride 
which hopes still to exact homage in its ashes, 
and to live in an inscription. A little longer, 
and even these faint records will be obli- 
terated, and the monument will cease to be 
a memorial. Whilst I was yet looking down 
upon these gravestones, I was roused by the 
sound of the abbey clock, reverberating from 
buttress to buttress, and echoing among the 
cloisters. It is almost startling to hear this 
warning of departed time sounding among 
the tombs, and telling the lapse of the hour, 
which, like a billow, has rolled us onward 
towards the grave. I pursued my walk to an 
arched door opening to the interior of the 
abbey. On entering here, the magnitude of 
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the building breaks fully upon tbe mind, con- 
trasted with the vaults of the cloisters. The 
eye gazes with wonder at clustered columns 
of gigantic dimensions, with arches springing 
from them to such an amazing height; and 
man wandering about their bases, shrunk into 
insignificance in comparison with his own 
handy-work. The spaciousness and gloom of 
this vast edifice produce a profound and mys- 
terious awe. We step cautiously and softly 
about, as if fearful of disturbing the hallowed 
silence of the tomb; while eyery foot-fall 
whispers along the walls, and chatters among 
the sepulchres, making us more sensible of 
tbe quiet we have interrupted. 

It seems as if the awful nature of the place 
presses down upon the soul, and hushes the 
beholder into noiseless reverence. We feel 
that we are surrounded by tbe congregated 
bones of the great men of past times, who have 
filled history with their deeds, and the earth 
with their renown. 

And yet it almost provokes a smile at the 
vanity of human ambition, to see how they 
are crowded together and justled in the dust; 
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what parsimony is observed in doling out a 
scanty nook, a gloomy corner, a little portion 
of earth, to those, whom, when alive, king- 
doms could not satisfy ; and how many shapes, 
and forms and artifices, are devised to catch 
the casual notice of the passenger, and save 
from forgetfulness, for a few short years, a 
name which once aspired to occupy ages of 
the world^s thought and admiration. 

I passed some time in Poet's Corner, which 
occupies an end of one of the transepts or 
cross aisles of the abbey. The monuments 
are generally simple ; for the lives of literary 
men afford no striking themes for the sculptor. 
Shakspeare and Addison have statues erected 
to their memories ; biit the greater part have 
busts, medallions, and sometimes mere in- 
scriptions. Notwithstanding the simplicity oiF 
these memorials, I have always observed that 
the visitors, to the abbey remain longest about 
them. A kinder and fonder feeling takes 
place of that cold curiosity or vague admira- 
tion with which they gaze on the splendid 
monuments of the great and the heroic. They 
linger about these as about the tombs of friends 
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and companions; for indeed there is some- 
thing of companionship between the author 
and the reader. Other men are known to 
posterity only through the medium of history, 
which is continually growing faint and oh- 
scure : but the intercourse between the author 
and his fellow-men is ever new, active and 
immediate. He has lived for them more than 
for himself; he has sacrificed surrounding 
enjoyments and shut himself up from the 
delights of social life, that he might the more 
intimately commune with distant minds and 
distant ages. Well may the world cherish his 
renown; for it has been purchased, not by 
deeds of violence and blood, but by the dili- 
gent dispensation of pleasure. Well may pos- 
terity be grateful to his memory; for he has 
left it an inheritance, not of empty names and 
sounding actions, but whole treasures of wis- 
dom, bright gems of thought, and golden veins 
of language. 

From Poet's Corner I continued my stroll 
towards that part of the abbey which contains 
the sepulchres of the kings. I wandered 
among what once were chapels, but which 

i5. 
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are now occupied by the tombs and monu- 
ments of the great. At every turn I met with 
some illustrious name; or the cognizance of 
some powerful house renowned in history. 
As the eye darts into these dusky chambers of 
death, it catches gliippses of quaint effigies ; 
some kneeling in niches, as if in devotion; 
others stretched upon the tombs, with hands 
piously pressed together; warriors in armour, 
as if reposing after battle ; prelates with cro- 
ziers and mitres ; and nobles in robes and co- 
ronets, lying as it were in state. In glancing 
over this scene, so strangely populous, yet 
where every form is so still and silent, it 
seems almost as if we were treading a man- 
sion of that fabled city, where every being had 
been suddenly transmuted into stone. 

I paused to contemplate a tomb on which 
lay the effigy of a knight in complete armour. 
A large buckler was on one arm; the hands 
were pressed together in supplication upon 
the breast ; the face was almost covered by the 
morion; the legs were crossed, in token of 
the warrior's having been engaged in the holy 
war. It was the tomb of a crusader; of one of 
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chose military enthusiasts, who so strangely 
mingled religion and romance, and whose ex- 
ploits form the connecting link between fact 
and fiction ; between the history and the fairy 
tale. There is something extremely pictu- 
resque in the tombs of^hese adventurers, de- 
corated as they are with rude armorial bear- 
ings and gothic sculpture. They comport 
with the antiquated chapels in which they are 
generally found ; and in considering them, the 
imagination is apt to kindle with the legendary 
associations, the romantic fictions, the chival- 
rous pomp and pageantry, which poetry has 
spread over the wars for the Sepulchre of 
Christ. They are the reliques of times utterly 
gone by ; of beings passed from recollection ; 
of customs and manners with which ours have 
no affinity. They are like objects from some 
strange and distant land, of which we have no 
certain knowledge, and about which all our 
conceptions are vague and visionary. There 
is something extremely solemn and awful in 
those effigies on gothic tombs, extended as if 
in the sleep of death, or in the supplication 
of the dying hour. They have an effect infi- 
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nitely more impressive on my feelings than 
the fanciful attitudes, the over- wrought con- 
ceits and allegorical groups, which abound 
on modern monuments. I have been struck, 
also, with the superiority of many of the old 
sepulchral inscriptions. There was a noble 
way, in former times, of saying things simply, 
and yet saying them proudly; and I do not 
know an epitaph that breathes a loftier con- 
sciousness of family worth and honourable 
lineage, than one which affirms, of a noble 
house, that « all the brothers were brave, and 
all the sisters virtuous. » 

In the opposite transept to Poet's Corner 
stands a monument which is among the most 
renowned achievements of modern art; but 
which to me appears horrible rather than su- 
blime. It is the tomb of Mrs Nightingale, by 
Roubillac. The bottom of the monument is 
represented as throwing open its marble doors, 
and a sheeted skeleton is starting forth. The 
shroud is falling from his fleshless frame as 
he lanches his dart at his victim. She is sink- 
ing into her affrighted husband's arms, who 
strives, with vain and frantic effort, to avert 
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the blow. The whole is executed with terri- 
ble truth and spirit ; we almost fancy we hear 
the gibbering yell of triumph bursting from 
the distended jaws of the spectre. — ^But why 
should we thus seek to clothe d^ath with un- 
necessary terrors, and to spread horrors round 
the tomb of those we love? The grave should 
be surrounded by every thing that might in- 
spire tenderness and veneration for the dead; 
or that might win the living to virtue. It is 
the place, not of disgust and dismay, but of 
sorrow and meditation. 

While wandering about these gloomy vaults 
and silent aisles, studying the record? of the 
dead, the sound of busy existence from with- 
out occasionally reaches the ear; — the rum- 
bling of the passing equipage ; the murmur of 
the multitude; or perhaps the light laugh of 
pleasure. The contrast is striking with the 
death-like repose around : and it has a strange 
effect upon the feelings, thus to hear the 
surges of active life hurrying along and beat- 
ing against the very walls of the sepulchre. 

I continued in this way to move from tomb 
to tomb, and from cha^pel to chapel. The 
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day was gradually wearing away; the distant 
tread of loiterers about the abbey grew less 
and less frequent; the sweet-tongued bell was 
summoning to evening prayers ; and I saw at 
a distance the choristers, in- their white sur- 
plices, crossing the aisle and entering the 
choir. I stood before the entrance to Henry 
th6 Seventh's chapel. A flight of steps lead ^ 
up to it, through a deep and gloomy, but mag- 
nificent arch. Great gates of brass, richly 
and delicately wrought, turn heavily upon 
their hinges, as if proudly reluctant to admit 
the feet of common mortals into this most 
gorgeous of sepulchres. 

On entering, the eye is astonished by the 
pomp of architecture, and the elaborate beau- 
ty of sculptured detail. The very walls are 
wrought into universal ornament, encrusted 
with tracery, and scooped into niches, crowd- 
ed with the statues of saints and martyrs. 
Stone seems, by the cunning labour of the 
chisel, to have been robbed of its weight and 
density, suspended aloft, as if by magic, and 
the fretted roof achieved with the wonderful 
minuteness and airy security of a cobweb, 
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Along the sides of the chapel are the lofty 
stalls of the Knights of the Bath, richly carved 
of oak, though with the grotesque decorations 
of gothic architecture. On the pinnacles of 
the stalls are affixed the helmets and crests of 
the knights, with their scarfs and swords; and 
above them are suspended their banners, em- 
blazoned with armorial bearings, and con- 
trasting the splendour of gold and purple 
and crimson, with the cold gray fretwork of 
the roof. In the midst of this grand mauso- 
leum stands the sepulchre of its founder, — 
his effigy, with that of his queen, extended 
on a sumptuous tomb, and the whole sur- 
rounded by a superbly wrought brazen railing. 

There is a sad dreariness in this magnifi- 
cence ; this strange mixture of tombs and 
trophies; these emblems of living and aspir- 
ing ambition, close beside mementos which 
show the dust and oblivion in which all must 
sooner or later terminate. Nothing impresses 
the mind with a deeper feeling of lonehness, 
than to tread the silent and deserted scene 
of former throng and pageant. On looking 
round on the vacant stalls of the knights and 
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their esquires, and on the rows of dusty but 
gorgeous banners that were once borne before 
them, my imagination conjured up the scene 
when this hall was bright with the valour and 
beauty of the land ; glittering with the splen- 
dour of jewelled rank and military array; 
alive with the tread of many feet and the hum 
of an admiring multitude. All had passed 
away ; the silence of death had settled again 
upon the place, interrupted only by the casual 
chirping of birds, which had found their way 
into the chapel, and built their nests among 
its friezes and pendants — sure signs of soli* 
tariness and desertion. 

When I read the names inscribed on the 
banners, they were those of men scattered for 
and wide about the world ; some tossing upon 
distant seas ; some under arms in distant lands ; 
some mingling in the busy intrigues of courts 
and cabinets ; all seeking to deserve one more 
distinction in this mansion of shadowy ho** 
nours : the melanchcdy reward of a monument. 

Two small aisles on each side of this chapel 
present a touching instance of the equality of 
the grave; which brings down the oppressor 
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to a level with the oppressed, and mingles the 
dust of the bitterest enemies together. In one 
is the sepulchre of the haughty Elizabeth, in 
the other is that of her victim, the lovely and 
unfortunate Mary. Not an hour in the day 
but some ejaculation of pity is uttered over 
the fate of the latter, mingled with indigna- 
tion at her oppressor. The walls of Eliza- 
beth's sepulchre continually echo with the 
sighs of sympathy heaved at the grav^ of her 
rival. 

A peculiar melancholy reigns over the aisle 
where Mary lies buried. The light struggles 
dimly through windows darkened by dust. 
The greater part of the place is in deep 
shadow, and the walls are stained and tinted 
by time and weather. A marble figure of 
Mary is stretched upon the tomb, round 
which is an iron railing, much corroded, bear- 
ing her national emblem — the thistle. I was 
weary with wandering, and sat down to rest 
.myself by the monument, revolving in my 
mind the chequered and disastrous story of 
poor Mary. 

The sound of casual footsteps had ceased 
vol.. I. J 6 
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from the abbey. I could only hear, now* and 
then, the di&tant voice of the ppieat repeatiag. 
the evening^ service, and the faint responses 
of the choir ; these paused for a time, and all 
was hushed. The stillness, the desertion 
and obscurity that were gradually prevailing 
around, gave a deeper and more solenm in- 
tei^est to the place : 

For in the silent grave no conversation. 

No joyful tread of friends, no voice of lovers. 

No careful father's counsel — nothing's heard, ' 

For nothing is, but all> oblivion, . 

Dust , and an endless darkness. 

Suddenly the notes of the deep" labouring 
organ burst upon the ear, falling with dcmibied 
and redoubled intensity, and rollings as it 
were, huge billows of sound. How well do 
their volume and grandeor acqord with this 
mighty building! With what pomp do chey 
swell through its vast vaults, and breathe their 
awful harmony through these caves of death, 
and make the silent sepalchre vocal ! ^- And 
now they rise in triumphant acclamation, 
heaving higher and higher their accordant 
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notes^ dnd pilings sound ^a sound. — And now 
they pause, and the soft voices of the choir 
break out into «weet ^sbes of melody; they 
soar aloft, and >i^arUe along the roof, and seem 
to play abe«it libese Softy vatdts like the pure 
airs of hea^ven^. Again the pealing organ 
heaves its tbrSlin^ thttnders, iCOmpressing air 
ioto masic, aiftd rolling it forth upon the soul 
Wkat long-drawn cadences! What solemn 
s^r^deping ^oneonds ! It ^ows more and more 
dense «H»d' powerful — it fills the vast pile, 
a»d seeHYS to jar the very -walls — the ear is 
stunned — the senses are overwhelmed. And 
poW it is wrnding up in full jubilee — it is 
rising from the earth to heaven — i3ie very 
soul see«tts rapt away and floated upwards on 
this swelHttg tide of harmony '! 

I' sat for some time lost in that kind of re- 
verie which a strain of music is apt sometimes 
to inspire : the shadows of evening were gra- 
dually rinckening round me; the monumetits 
began to cast deeper and deeper gloom ; and 
tli^ distant clock agaiti gave token of the slow- 
ly WHPiap^ day. 

I rose and prepared to leave the abbey. As 
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I descended the flight of steps which lead inte 
the body of the buildings my eye was caught 
by the shrine of Edward the Confessor, and I 
ascended the small staircase that conducts to 
it, to take from thence a general survey of this 
wilderness of tombs. The shrine is elevated 
upon a kind of platform, and close around it 
are the sepulchres of various kings and queens. 
From this eminence the eye looks down be- 
tween pillars and funeral trophies to the cha- 
pels and chambers below, crowded with 
tombs; where warriors, prelates, courtiers and 
statesmen lie mouldering in their « beds of 
darkness.)} Close by me stood the great chair 
of coronation, rudely carved of oak, in the bar- 
barous taste of a remote and gothic age. The 
scene seemed almost as if contrived, with 
theatrical artifice, to produce, an effect upon 
the beholder. Here was a type of the begin- 
ning and the end of human pomp and power; 
here it was literally but a step from the throne 
to the sepulchre. Would not one think that 
these incongruous mementos had been ga- 
thered together as a lesson to living great- 
ness? — to show it, even in the moment of its 
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proudest exaltation, the neglect and dishonour 
to which it must soon arrive ; how soon that 
crown which encircles its brow must pass 
away; and it must lie down in the dust and 
disgraces of the tomb, and be trampled upon 
by the feet of the meanest of the multitude. 
For, strange to tell, even the grave is here no 
longer a sanctuary. There is a shocking levity 
in some natures, which leads them to sport 
with awful and hallowed things; and there 
are base minds, which delight to revenge oh 
the illustrious dead the abject homage and 
groveling servility which they pay to the liv- 
ing. The coffin of Edward the Confessor has 
been broken open, and his remains despoiled 
of their funeral ornaments; the sceptre has 
been stolen from the hand of the imperious 
Elizabeth, and the effigy of Henry the Fifth 
lies headless. Not a royal monument but 
bears some proof how false and fugitive is the 
homage of mankind. Some are plundered; 
some mutilated; some covered with ribaldry 
and insult — all more or less outraged and dis- 
honoured! 

The last beams of day were now faintly 
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Streaming through ^he fniated windows im the 
high vaylts .abpve /m^.; the lawer parts of the 
ahbey ^ere fjj^eady wrapped, in the Qbdcurity 
of twili^t. Tbs obapels andcaisles gvew darker 
and darkar^ The lefiigies of the Jdngs faded 
into sbadqwa^tW manble fig«Ke6'of l^ monu- 
ments ASSM^ed Strang sfaajpies in:the>ancert»ia 
light; th0. evieiiing imxt^e esept thsoagk cbe 
^des UHe fhff. gM- hneadh of the grave; and 
evj^ thedi$tai^l»oDfiril<ftfA(vei]|^r, trayersing 
tb^ Poet-s (Wq^9 Jhad isomethiag strange and 
dr^eary i^^ 4ts ^und. i ek>)f?ly retraced mj 
v^Qmrno^^ wifd^f .and .as.Jt passed oiit at the 
ptorta! o( tJtte/daisteBS, the idaor, ciosing wich 
« j^tfsfing. «oiAQ i>efaand> me, filled tke whole 
huildiag with achoss* 

I •endeavowed fco fomt^isMwe avcaogeinent 
in Jaiy mind 06 the olo^ts i. faaA db«en ^ootem- 
plati*^ bM feuad. ihey ii»ere already falen 
into iodi^tiaeliieas aaidicewfasion. Names, ift- 
$eiiption$itCrophiQSvl>acl sdliiecoaiecoiKfouiid' 
ed in. my noeottectiiit^ thnngh i had scarcely 
taken my foot from; off che dureshokl; What, 
thought I, is this vast assemblage of sepnlchres 
but a treasury of hmeailiationi; a* huge pile of 
reiterated homilies on the emptiness of re- 
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Aown, and the cenatnty of oblivron ! If is, 
indeed, the empire of death; his great sha'^ 
dowy palace; where he* sits in state, mocking 
at the reliques oS human glory, and spreading 
dust and forgetfulnese on the monuments of 
princes. How idle a boast, after all, is th)3 
immortality of a name ! Time is ever silently 
turning over his pages ; we are too much en- 
grossed by the story of the present, to think 
of the characters and anecdotes that gave in«- 
terest to- the past; and each age is a volume 
thrown aiside to be speedily forgotten. The 
idol of to-day pushes the heroof yesterday out 
of our recollection ; and will, in turn, be sup- 
planted by his successor of to-morrow. « Our 
fethers,» says Sir Thomas Brown, afind their 
graves in our short memories, and sadly tell: 
us how we may be buried in our survivors. » 
History fades into fable ; fact becomes clouded 
with doubt and controversy; the inscription 
moulders from the tablet^ the statue fells from 
the pedestal. Columus, apcbes, pyramids, what 
are they but heaps of sand ; and their epitaphs, 
but characters written in the dust? What is 
the security of a tomb, or the perpetuity of an 
embalmment? The remains of Alexander the 
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Great have been scattered to the wind, and 
his empty sarcophagus is now the mere curio- 
sity of a museum. « The Egyptian mummies, 
which Gambyses or time hath spared, avarice 
now consumeth; Mizraim cures wounds, and 
Pharaoh is sold for balsams. » (a) 

What then is to insure this pile which now 
towers above me from sharing the fate of 
mightier mausoleums ? The time must come 
when its gilded vaults, which now spring so 
loftily, shall lie in rubbish beneath the feet; 
when, instead of the sound of melody and i 
praise, the wind shall whistle through the 
broken arches, and the owl hoot from the shat- 
tered tower — when the garish sun^beam shall 
break into these gloomy mansionsof death, and 
the ivy twine round the fallen column ; and the 
fox^glovehang its bfossoms about the nameless 
urn, a« if in mockery of the dead. Thus mali 
passes away; his name perishes from record 
and recollection ; his history is as a tale that is 
told, and his very monument becomes a ruin. 
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